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And Maidena call them Love in Idleness. 

MiDBUMHXB NiaHT'S DbXAJI. 



CHAPTER I. 

There are none of England^s danghten that bear a pronder presenea. 
♦ * * * * * »'^»'» 

And a kingly blood sends glances np, her princely eye to trouble, 
And the ebadow of a monarch's crown is softened in her hair. 

Elizabeth Babbett BBOwirnra. 

The sun shone slanting over a spacious park, the undulating 
ground here turning a broad lawn towards the beams that 
fiilvered every blade of grass ; there, curving away in banks 
of velvet green, shadowed by the trees ; gnarled old thorns 
in the holiday suit whence they take their name, giant's nose^ 
gays of horse chesnuts, mighty elms, and stalwart oaks, singly 
or in groups, the aristocracy of the place ; while in the back- 
ground rose wooded coverts, where every tint of early green 
blended in rich masses of varied foliage. 

An avenue, nearly half a mile in length, consisted of a 
quadruple range of splendid lime trees of uniform growth, 
the side arcades vaulted over by the meeting branches, and 
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the central road, where the same Jights and shadows were 
again and again repeated, conducting, th.e eye in diminishing 
pcrspectiTe to a mansion on a broad base of stone steps. 
Herds of cattle, horses, and deer, gave animation to the 
.scene, and near the avenue were a party of village children 
running about gathering cowslips, or seated on the grass, de- 
vouring substantial plum buns. 

Under a lordly elm sat a maiden of about nineteen years j 
at her feet a Skye terrier, like a walking doormat, with a 
fierce and droll countenance, and by her side a girl and bo^, 
the one sickly and poorly clad, the other with bright enqui- 
ring eyes, striving to compensate for, the want of other facul- 
ties. She was teaching them to form that delight of child- 
hood, a cowslip ball, the other children supplying her with 
handfuls of the gold-coated flowers, and returning a pull of 
the forelock or a bobbed curtsey to her smiling thanks. 

Her dress was of a plain brown-holland-looking material, 
the bonnet she had thrown off was of the coarsest straw, but 
her whole air declared her the daughter of that lordly house ; 
and had gold and rubies been laid before her instead of cow- 
slips with fairy favours, they would well have become her 
princely port, long neck, and stately head, crowned with a 
braid of her profuse black hair. That regal look was more 
remarkable in her than beauty ; her brow was too high, her 
features not quite regular^ her complexion of gypsy darkness, 
but with a glow of colour, and her eyes very large, black, 
and deeply' set, naturally grave in expression, but just now 
beaming and dancing in accordance with the encouraging 
smiles on her fresh healthy red lips, as her hands, very soft 
and delicate, though of large and strong make, completed 
the ball, threw it in the little boy's face, and laughed to see 
his ecstasy over the delicious prize ; teaching him to play 
with it, tossing it backwards and forwards, shaking him into 
animation, and ever and anon chasing her little dog to ex- 
tract it £r6m between his teeth. 

Suddenly she became aware of the presence of a specta- 
tor, and instantly assuming her bonnet, and drawing up her 
tall figure, she exclaimed, in a tone of welcome : 

' Oh, Mr. Wingfield, you are come to see our cowslip 
feast' 

' There seems to be great enjoyment,' replied the young 
curate, looking, however, somewhat pre-occupied. 



OR, THS brother's WIFE. 5 

^ Look at Charlie Lay toil)' said she, pointing to the dumb 
boy. * That ball is perfect felicity, he had rather not play 
with .it, the delight is mere possession.' She was turning 
to the boy again, when Mr. Wingfield said, not without 
hesitation — * You have not heard when to expect your party 
from Madeira ? ' * 

' You know we cannot hear again. They were to sail by 
the next packet, and it is uncertain how soon they may 
arrive.' 

* And-^and — your brother Arthur. Do you know when 
be comes home ? ' 

' He promised to come this spring, but I fancy Captain 
Fitzhugh has inveigled him somewhere to fish. He never 
writes, so he may come any day. But what — is anything 
the matter ? ' 

* I have a letter here that — ^which — ^in Lord Martindale's 
absence, I thought it might be better — ^you might prefer my 
coming direct to you. I cannot but think you should be 
aware' — statnmelred Mr. Wingfield. 

* Well,' — she said, haughtily. 

' Here is a letter from my cousin, who has a curacy in 
the Lake country. Your brother is at Wrangerton, the 
next town.' 

* Arthur is well ? ' cried she, starting. * 

' Yes, yes, you need not be alarmed, but I am afraid 
there is some entanglement. There are some Miss 
Mosses .' 

' Oh, it is that kind of thing I ' said she, in an altered 
lone, her cheeks glowing ; ' it is very silly of him to get him- 
self talked about ; but of course it is all nothing.' 

* I wish I could think so,' said Mr. Wingfield ; * but in- 
deed. Miss Martindale,' for she was returning to the chil- 
dren, ' I am afraid it is a serious matter. The father is & . 
designing person." 

' Arthur will got be taken in,' was her first calm answer ; 
but perceiving the curate unconvinced, though unwilling 
to contradict, she added, ' But what is the story ? ' 

Mr. Wingfield produced the letter, and read ; ' Fan- 
shawe, the curate of Wrangerton, has just been with me, 
telling me his rector is in much difficulty and perplexity 
about a son of your parishioner, Lord Martindale. He 
came to Wrangerton with another guardsman for the sake of 
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the fishing, and has been drawn into an engagement with 
one the daughters of old Moss, who manages the St. Ernie 
property. I know nothing against the young ladies, indeed 
Fanshawe speaks highly of them ; but the father is a dis- 
reputable sort of attorney, who has taken advantage of Lord 
St Erme's absence and neglect to make a prey of the estate. 
The marriage is to take place immediately, and poor Mr. 
Jones is iu much distress at the dread of being asked to per- 
form the ceremony, without the consent of the young man's 
family.' 

* He canivot do it,' exclamed the young lady ; *you had 
better write and tell him so.' 

* I am afraid,' sard Mr. Wingfield, diffidently, * I am 
afraid he has no power to refuse.' 

' Not in such a case as this 7 It is his duty to put a 
stop to it.' 

* All that is in his power he will do, no doubt, by rea- 
soning and remonstrance ; but you must remember that your 
brother is of age, and if the young lady's parents consent, 
Mr. Jones has no choice.' 

* I could not have believed it I However, it will not 
come to that : it is only the old rector's fancy. To make 
everything secure I will write to my brother, and we shall 
soon see him here.' 

* There is still an hour l^efore post-time,' said Mr. Wing- 
field ; ' shall I send the children home ? ' 

*No, poor little things, let thetn finish their game. 
Thank you for coming to me. My aunt will, I hope, hear 
nothing of it. Good evening.' 

Calling an elder girl, she gave some directions ; and Mr. . 
Wingfield watched her walking down the 'avenue with a 
light-footed but decided and characteristic tread, expressing 
in every step, * Where I am going, there I will go, and 
nothing shall stop me.' 

' Nonsense J " she said to herself; '^ Arthur cannot be so 
lost to ^e sense of everything becoming. Such pain cannot 
be in store for me ! Anything else I could bear ; but this 
must not, cannot, shall not be. Arthur is all I have; I 
cannot spare him ; and to see him shipwrecked on a low- 
bred, designing creature, would be too much misery. Im- 
possible 1 — so clear-headed as he is, so fastidious abcui wo- 
men 1 And yet this letter spoke decidedly. - People talk 
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of I0Y6 ! and Arthur is so easy, he would let himself be 
drawn on rather than make a distarbance. He might be 
ensnared with his eyes open, because he disliked the trouble 
of breaking loose, and so would not think of the consequenoe 
Nothing could save him so well as some one going to him. 
He can read a letter or not as he chooses. Oh, if papa were 
at home — oh, if Mr. Wingfield were but Percy Fothering- 
ham — ^he who fears no man, and can manage any one I Oh 1 
if I could go myself; he heeds me when he heeds no one 
else. Shall I go? Why not? It would save him; it 
would be the only effectual way. Let me see. I would 
take Simmonds and Pauline. But, then, I must explain to 
my aunt. Stuff! there ^e real interests at stake! Sup- 
pose this i& exaggeration — ^why, then, I should be ridiculous, 
and Arthur would never forget it. Besides, I believe, I 
cannot get there id one day — certainly not return the same. 
I must give way to conventionalities, and be a helpless 
young lady." 

She reached the house, and quickly dashed off her letter : 

* My dear Arthur, — I hope and trust this letter may 
be quite uncalled for, though I feel it my duty to write it. 
I used to have some influence with you, and I should think 
that anything that reminded you of- home would make you 
pause. 

' Eeport has, of course, outrun the truth. It is impos- 
sible you should be on the brink of marriage without letting 
us know — as much so, I should trust, as your seriously con- 
templating an engagement with one beneath your notice. 
I dare say you find it very pleasant to amuse yourself; but 
consider, before you allow yourself to form an attachment — 
,1 will not say before becoming a victim to sordid specula- 
tion. You know what poor John has gone through, though 
there was no inferiority there. Think what you would have 
to bear for the sake, perhaps, of a pretty face, but of a per- 
son incapable of being u companion or comfort, and whom 
you would be ashamed to see beside your own family. Or, 
supposing your own affections untouched, what right have 
you to trifle with the feelings of a poor girl, and raise expec- 
tations you cannot and ought not to fulfil } You are too 
kind, when once you reflect, to inflict such pain, you, who 
cannot help being loved. Come away while it is time ; come 
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home, and have the merit of self-sacrifioe. If your fancy is 
smitten, it will recover in its proper sphere. If it costs you 
pain, you know to whom you have always hitherto turned in 
your vexations. Dear Arthur, do not ruin yourself; only 
come back to me. Write at once ; I cannot bear the sus- 
pense. 

' Your most affectionate sister, ' 

* Theodora A. Martindale. 

She made two copies of this letter ; one she directed to 
*The Hon. Arthur Martindale, Grenadier Guards, Win- 
chester ;' the other, * Post-office, Wrangerton.' In rather 
more than a week she was answered : — 

* My dear Theodora, — You judged rightly that I am 
no man to trifle, or to raise expectations which I do i^ot 
mean to fulfil. My wife and I are at Matlock for a few 
days, before joining at Winchester. 

*■ Your affectionate brother, 

* Arthur N. Martindale. 



CHAPTER II. 



She's less of a bride than a bairn, 
She's ta'en like a oolt fix>m the heather, 
With sense and discretion to learn. 

A chlel mann be patf ont and steady 
That yokes with a mate in her teens. 

Woo^d and Married mid A\ 
• JoAsnsjL Baxllul 

A GENTLEMAN stood Waiting at the door of a house not 
far from the Winchester barracks. 

' Is my brother at home, James ? ' as the servant gave a 
start of surprise and recognition. 

* No, sir : he is not in the house, but Mrs. ; will you 

walk In ? I hope I see you better, sir.' 

*• Much better, thank you. Did you say Mrs. Martindale 
was at home ? ' 
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' Yes, sir, Mr. Arthur will soon be here. Wont you 
walk in ? ' 

' Is she in the drawing-room ? 

' No, I do not think so, sir. She went upstairs when 
she came in.' 

* Very well. I'll send up my card,' said he, enterinff, 
and the man as he took it, said, with emphasis, and a plead- 
ing look, ' She is a very nice young lady, sir,' then opened a 
room door. 

He suddenly announced, ' Mr. Martindale,' and that gen- 
tleman unexpectedly found himself in the presence of a 
young girl, who rose in such confusion that he could not 
look at her as he shook her by the hand, saying, ' Is Arthur 
near home ? ' 

* Yes — ^no — ^yes ; at leoj&t, he'll come soon,' was the re- 
ply, as if she hardly, knew what her words were. 

' Were you going out ? ' he asked, seeing a bonnet on the 
sofa. 

' No, thank you ; — at least I mean, I'm just come in. 
He went to speak to some one, and I came to finish my 
letter. He'll soon come,' said she, with the rapid ill-as- 
sured manner of a school-girl receiving her mamma's visi- 
tors. 

' Don't let me interrupt you,' said he, taking up a book. 

' no, no, thank you,' cried she, in a tremor lest she 
should have been uncivil. * I didn't mean — I've plenty of 
time. 'Tis only to my home, and they have had one by the 
early post.' 

He smiled, saying, * You are a good correspondent.' 

^ Oh I I must write. Annette and I were never apart 
before.' 

* Your sister?' 

* Yes, only a year older. We always did everything 
together.' . . 

, He ventured to look up, and s^w a bright dew on a soft, 
shady pair of dark eyes, a sweet quivering smile on a very 
pretty mouth, and a glow of pure bright deep pink on a most 
delicately fair skin, contrasted with braids of dark brown 
hair. She was rather above the ordinary height, slender, 
and graceful, and the childish beauty of the form of face and 
features, surprised him ; but to his mind the chief grace was 
the shy, sweet tenderness, happy and bright, but tremulous 
VOL I. — 1* 
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with the recent pain of the parting from home. With a 
kindly impulse, he said, ' You must tell me your name, Ar- 
thur has not mentioneil it.' 

• ' Violet ; ' and as he did not 'appear at once to catch its 
unusual sound, she repeated, * Violet Helen ; we most of us 
have strange names.' 

' Violet Helen,' he repeated, with an intonation as if 
struck, not unpleasingly, by the second name. * Well, that 
is the case in our family. My. sister has an uncommon 
name.' 

* Theodora,' said Violet, jgausing, as if too timid to en- 
quire further. 

* Have ^ou only this one sister ? ' he said. 

' Six, and one brother,' said she, in a tone of exulting 
fondness. 

A short silence, and then the joyful exclamation, ^ There 
he is ! ' and she sprang to the door, leaving it open, as her 
fresh young voice announced, full of gratulation, * Here's 
your brother,' 

Guileless and unconscious of evil, poor child 1 thought 
the brother ; but I wonder how Arthur likes the news. 

Arthur entered, a fine-looking young man, of three-and- 
twenty, dark, bright complexioned, tall, and robust. He 
showed not the least consciousness of having offended, and 
his bride' smiled freely, as if at rest from all embarrassment 
now that she had her protector. 

* Well, John,' was bis greeting, warmly spoken, ^ You 
here ? You look better. • How is the cough ? ' 

* Better, thank you.' 

' I see I need not introduce you,' said Arthur, laying his 
hand on the arm of his blushing Violet, who shrank up to 
him as he gave a short laugh ; ^ Have you been here long? ' 

* Only about five minutes.' 

' And you are come to stay ? ' 

* Thank you, if you can take me in for a day or two.' 

' That we can. There is a tolerable spare room, and 
James will find a place for Brown. I am glad to see you 
looking so much better. Have you got rid of the pain in 
your side ? ' 

* Entirely, thank you, for the last few weeks.' 
' How is my mother ? ' 

* Very well. She enjoyed the voyage extremely.' 
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* She wont ooncoct another tour.* 

* I don't think so,' said John, gravely. 

* There has s^,' indicating his wife, * been thinking it her 
duty to read the old Italian one, which I never opened in my 
life. I declare it would take a dictiouary to understand a 
page. She is scared at the variety of tongues, and feels as 
if she was in Babel.' 

John was thinking that if he did not know this rattling 
talk to be a form of embarrassment, he i^ould take it for 
effrontery. 

^ Shall I go and see about the room ? ' half whispered 
Violet. 

* Yes, do ; ' and he opened the dooi^ for her, exclaiming, 
' almost before she was fairly gone, * There \ you want no 

more explanation.' 

* She is very lovely !' said John, in a tone full of cordial 
admiration. 

* Isn't she ? ' continued Arthur, triumphantly. * Such an 
out of the way style ; — the dark eyes and hair, with that ex- 
quisite complexion, ivory fairness, — the form of her face the 
perfect oval ! — what you so seldom see — and her figure, just 
the right height, tall and taper ! I don't believe she could 
be awkward if she was to try. She'll beat every creature^ 
hollow, especially in a few years' time, when she's a little 
more formed.' 

* She is very young ? ' 

* Sixteen on our wedding-day. Thafs the beauty of it. 
If she had been a day older it would have been a different 
thing. Not that they could have spoilt her, — she is a tho- 
roughbred by nature, and no mistake.' 

* How did your acquaintance begin ?' 

' This way,' said Arthur, leaning back, and twirling a 
chair on one of its leg? for a pivot. * Fitzhugh would have 
me come down for a fortnight's fishing to Wran^erton. 
There's but one inn there fit to put a dog to sleep in, and 
when we got there we found the house turned out of window 
for a ball, all the partitions down on the first floor, and we 
driven into holes to be regaled with distant fiddle-squeak. 
So Fitzhugh's Irish blood was up for a dance, and I though 
I might as well give into it, for the floor shook so thatj there 
was no taking a cigar in peace. So you see the stars or- 
dained it, and it is of no use making a row about one's desr 
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tiny,' concluded Arthur, in a sleepy voice, ceasing to spin 
the chair. 

* That was your first introduction ? ' 

* Ay. After that, one was meeting the Mosses for ever ; 
indeed, we had to call on the old fellow to get leave for fish- 
ing in that water of Lord St. Erme's. He has a very pretty 
sort of little place but of the town close to the park, and — 
and somehow the weather was too bright for any sport, and 
the stream led by their garden.' 

* I perceive,' said John. 

' Well, I saw I was in for it, and had nothing for it but 
to go through with it. Anything for a quiet life.' 

' A new mode of securing it,' said John, indignant at his 
nonchalance. 

* There you don't display your wonted sagacity,' re- 
turned Arthur, codUy. * You little know what I have 
gone through on your account If you had been sound- 
winded, you would have saved me no end of persecution.' 

' You have not avoided speculation as it is,' John could 
not help saying. 

' I beg to observe that you are mistaken. Old Moss is 
as cunning a foz as ever lived ; but I saw his game, and 
' without my own good-will he might have whistled for me.' 
I saw what he was up to, and let him know it, but as I was 
always determined that when I marHed it should be to 
please myself, not my aunt, I let things take their course, 
and saved the row at home.' 

' I am sure she knew nothing of this.' 

' She ? Bless you, poor chud I She is as innocent as a 
lamb, and only thinks me all the heroes in the world.' 

* She did not know my father was ignorant of it ? ' 

' Not she. She does not know it to this day.' John sat 
thinking : Arthur twirled the chair, then said, ' That is the 
fact. I suppose my aunt had a nice story for you.' 

' It agreed in the main with yours.' 

< I was imlucky,' said Arthur. ' I meant to have brought 
her home before my aunt and Theodora had any news of it. 
I could have got round them that way, but somehow Theo- 
dora got scent of it, and wrote me a furious letter, full of 
denunciation — two of them — they hunted me everywhere, so 
I saw it was of ho use going there.' 

* She is much hurt at your letter. I can see that sh^ is. 
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though sho tries to hide her feelinge. She was looking 
quite pale when we came home, and I can hardly bear to 
see the struggle to look composed when you are mentioned.' 

This evidently produced some compunction, but Arthur 
tried to get rid of it. ^ I am sure there was nothing to take 
to heart in it — was there, John ? ' 

^ I don't know. She had burnt it without letting any 
one see it ; and it was only through my aunt that we learnt 
that she had received it.' 

^ Well 1 her temper is up, and I am sorry for it,' said 
Arthur. ' I forget what I said. I dare say it was no more 
than she deserved. I got one of these remonstrances of 
hers at Wrangerton, on ftie day before, and another fol- 
lowed me a couple of days after to Matlock, so I could not 
have that going on for ever, and wrote off to put a stop to 
it. But what does his lordship say 1 ' 

' Do you wish him to forgive or not ? ' said his brother, 
nearly out of patience. 

* Of course — I knew he would ; he can't leave us with 
nothing to live on. Thiere's nothing to be done but to go 
. through . the forms, and I am quite ready. Come, what's 
the use of looking intensely disgusted? Now you have 
seen her, you don't expect me to profess that I am very 
sorry, and * will never do so no more.' ' 

^ I say nothing against her, but the way of doing it.' 

' So much trouble saved. Besides, I tell you I am 
ready to make whatever apology my father likes for a pre- 
liminary.' 

His brother looked vexed, and dropped the conversa- 
tion, waiting to see more of the bride before he should form 
an opinion. 

It was seeing rather than hearing, for she was in much 
awe of him, blushed more than she spoke, and seemed taken 
up by tbe fear of doing something inappropriate, constantly 
- turning wistful, enquiring looks towards her husband, to 
seek encouragement or direction, but it was & becoming 
confusion and by no means lessened the favourable impres- 
sion. 

The next morning Arthur was engaged, and left her to 
be the guide to the cathedral, whereat she looked shy and 
frightened, but M^. Martindale set himself to re-assure her, 
and the polished gentleness of his manner soon succeeded. 
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Tbey stood-on the hill overlooking tfie jfcown and the vale 
of Itchen, winding away till lost between the green downs 
that arose behind their crested neighbour, St. Catherine's 
Hill, and in the valley beneath reposed the grey Cathedral's 
lengthened nave and square tower, its lesser likeness, St. 
Cross, and the pinnacles of the College tower. 

* A very pretty view,' said Mr. Martindale. * Tho old 
buildings are very fine, but^t is not like our own hills.' 

* No, it is hard on Hampshire downs to compare them 
to Cumberland mountains-' 

' But it is so sunny and beautiful,' said the bright young 
bride. ' See the sunshine on t^ green meadows, and the 
hay-making. Oh 1 I shall always love it.' John heard a 
great deal of happiness in those words. * I never saw a ca- 
thedral before,' she added. 

* Have you been over this one ?^ 

' Yes, but it will be such a treat to go again. One can't 
take a quarter of it in at once.' 

^ No, it takes half a lifetime to learn a cathedral 
properly.' 

* It is a wonderful thing ! ' she said; with the same seri- 
ous face ; then changing Eer tone to one of eagerness, ^ I 
want to find Bishop Fox's tomb, for he was a north-country 
bishop.' 

John smiled. ' You are perfect in the cathedral history.' 

' I bought a little book about it.' 

Her knowledge was, he found, in a girlish state of keen 
interest, and not deficient, but what pleased him best' was, 
that as they entered and stood at the west door, looking 
down the whole magnificent length of nave, choir, and 
chapel, the embowed roof high above, sustained on massive 
pillars, she uttered a low murmur of ' beautiful I ' and there 
was a heartfelt expression of awe and reverence on her face, 
a look as of rapt thought, chased away in a moment by his 
eye, and giving place to quiet pensiveness. After the ser- 
vice they went over the building, but though eager for in- 
formafion, the gravity did not leave her, nor did she speak 
at once when they emerged into the Close. 

* It is very impressive,' said John. 

' I suppose you have seen a great many cathedrals ? ' 
' Yes, many foreign ones, and a few English.' 
' I wonder whether seeing many makes one feel the same 
as seeing o"ie.' • 
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* How do you mean ? * 

' I do not think I could oyer care for another -like this 
one.' 

* As your first ? ' 

^ Yes. It has made me understand better what books 
say about churches, and their being like — * 

^Like?' ' 

She changed her sentence. ' It makes one think, and 
want to be good.' 

/It is what all truly beautiful things should do,' said 
John. 

'Oh I I am glad you say so,' exclaimed Violet. * It is 
like what Annette and I have wondered about — I mean why 
fine statues of pictures, or anything of that kind, should 
make odc feel half sad and half thoughtful when one looks 
at them long.' 

* Perhaps because it is a straining after the only true 
beauty.' 

' I must tell Annette that. It was she that said it was 
so,' said Violet ; ' and we wondered Greek statues gave one 
that feeling, but I see it must be the reason.' 

* What statues have you seen ? ' 

* Those at Wrangerton House. Lord St. Erme is always 
sending cases home, and it is such a festival day to go up 
and see them unpacked, and Caroline and AnniBtte go and 
take drawings, and I like to wander about the rooms, and 
look at everything,' said Violet, growing talkative on the 
theme of home. ^ There is one picture I like above all, but 
that is a sacred subject, so no wonder it should have that 
feeling in it.' 

'What is it?' 

' It is a Madonna,' she said, lowering her voice. * A 
stiff old-fashioned one, in beautiful bright clear colouring. 
The Child is reaching out to embrace a little cross, and his 
Mother holds him toward it with such a sad but such a holy 
face, as if she foreboded all, and was r.eady to bear it.' 

*Ah! that Ghirlandajo ! ' 

' That is the name ! ' cried Violet, enchanted. ' Have 
you seen it ? ' 

* I saw Lord St. Erme buy it.' 

' Do you know Lord St. Erme 1 ' said Violet, rather 
awestruck. 
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* I used to meet him in Italy.' 

' We wish so much that he would come home. We dp 
80 want to see a poet.' 

John smiled. * Is he never at home ? ' 

'0, no ; he has never been at Wrangerton since his 
father died, twelve years ago. He does not like the place, 
so he only comes to London when he is in England, and 
papa goes up to meet him on business ; but he is too poet- 
ical to attend to it.' 

* I should guess that.' ' 

* I have done wrong,' said Violet, checking herself. *I 
should not have said that. Mamma told us we ought never 
to chatter about his concerns. Will you, please, not re- 
member that I said it ? ' 

' As far as the outer world is concerned, I certainly will 
not,' said John, kindly. ' You cannot too early learn dis- 
cretion. So that picture is at Wrangerton ? ' 

' I am so glad you liked it.' 

* I liked it well enough to wish for a few spare hundreds, 
bfit it seems to have afforded no more pleasure to him than 
it has given to me. I am glad it is gone where there is 
some one who can appreciate it.' 

* Qh,' said Violet, * Matilda knows all about the best pic- 
tures. We don't appreciate, you know; we only Jike.' 

* And your chief liking is for that one ? ' 

* It is more tiian liking,' said Violet ; ' I could call it 
loving. It is ali4>st the same to me as Helvellyn. Annette 
and I went to the house for one more look, my last evening 
at home. I must tell her that you have seen it 1 ^ and the 
springing steps grew so rapid, that her companion had to 
say, * Don't let me detain you, I am obliged to go gently up 
hilL' She checked her steps, abashed, and presently with a 
shy but very pretty action, held out her arm, saying timidly, 
^ Would it help you to lean on me ? I ought not to have 
brought you this steep way. Matilda says I skurry like a 
school-girl.' 

He saw it would console her to let her think herself of 
service, and accepted the slender prop for the few steps that 
remained. He then went upstairs to writer letters, but find- 
ing no ink, came to the drawing-room to ask her for some. 
She had only her own inkstand, which was supplying her 
letter to Annette, and he sat down at the opposite side of 
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the table to share it. Her pen went much faster than his. 
'Clifton Terrace, Winchester,' and 'My dear father — I 
came here yesterday, and was most agreeably surprised,' was 
all that he had indited, when he paused to weigh what was . 
his real view of the merits of the case, and ponder whether 
his present feeling was sober judgment or the novelty of 
the bewitching prettiness of this innocent and gracious crea 
ture. There he rested, musing, while from her pen flowed 
a description of her walk and of Mr. Martindale's brother. 
' If they are all like him, I shall be perfectly happy,' she 
wrote. ' I never, saw any one so kind and considerate, and 
so gentle ; only now and then he frightens me with his po« 
liteness, or perhaps polish is the right word ; it makes me 
feel myself rude and uncourteous and awkward. You said 
nothing gave you so much the notion of high-breeding as 
Mr. Martindale's ease, especially when he pretended to be 
rough and talk slang, it was like playing at it. Now, his 
brother has the same, without the funny roughness, but the 
greatest gentleness, and a good deal of quiet sadness. I 
suppose it is from his health, though he is much better now; 
he still coughs, and he moves slowly and leans languidly, as 
if he was not strong. He is not so tall as his brother, and 
much slighter in make, and fairer complexioned, with grey ' 
eyes and brown hair, and he looks sallow and worn and thin, 
with such white, long hands.' 

Here raising her eyes to verify her description, she en- 
countered those of its sjibject, evidently taking a survey of 
her for the same purpose. He smiled, and she was thereby 
encouraged to break into a laugh, so girlish and light-heart- 
ed, so unconscious how much depended on his report, that he 
could not but feel compassionate. 

Alarmed at the graver look, she crimsoned, exclaiming, 
* Oh I I beg your pardon I It was very rude.' 

* No, no,' said John ; * it was absurd ! ' and vexed at hav- 
ing checked her gladsomeness, he added, < It is I rather who 
should ask your pardon for looks that will not make a cheer- 
ful figure in your description.' . 

^ Oh, no,' cried Violet ; * mamma told me never to say 
anything against any of Mr. Martindale's relations. What 
have I said ? ' — as he could not help laughing — * Something 
X could not have meant.' 

Don't distress yourself, pray,' said John, not at all in a 
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bantering tone. ' I know what yon meant ; and it was very 
wise advice, such as you will be very glad to have followed.' 

With a renewed blush, an ingenuous, look^ and a hesita- 
ting effort, she said, ' Indeed. I have been telling them how 
very kind you are. Mamma will be so pleased to hear it.' 

^ She must have been very sorry to part with you,' said 
he, looking at the fair girl sent so early into the world. 

' Oh, yes 1 ' and the tears started to the Black eye-lashes, 
though a smile came at the same time ; ' she said I should 
be such a giddy young housekeeper, and she would have 
liked a little more notice.' 

* It was not very long ? ' said John, anxious to lead her 
to give him information ; and she was too young and happy 
not to be confidential, though she looked down and glowed as 
she answered, ' Six weeks.' 

* And you met at the ball ? ' 

* Yes, it was very curious ; ' and with deepening blushes 
she went on, the smile of happiness on her lips, and her eyes 
cast down. * Annette was to go for the first time, and she 
would not go without me. Mamma did not like it, for I was 
not sixteen then; but uncle Christopher came and said I 
should, because I was his pet. But I can never think it was 
such a short time ; it seems a whole ag« ago.' 

' It must,' said John, with a look of interest that made 
her continue. 

' It was very odd how it all happened. Annette and I 
had no one to dance with, and were wondering who those 
two gentlemen were. Captain Fitzhugh was dancing with 
Miss Evelyn, and he — Mr. Martindale — ^was leaning against- 
the wall, looking on.' 

* I know exactly — ^with his arms crossed so — ^ 

' Yes,, just so,' said Violet, smiling ; ' and presently 
Grace Bennet came and told Matilda who they were ; and 
while I was listening, oh, I was so surprised, for there was 
Albert, my brother, making me look round. Mr. Martin- 
dale had asked to be introduced to us, and he asked me to 
dance. I don't believe I answered right, for I thought 
he meant Matilda. But,' said she, breaking off, ^ how I am 
chattering and hindering you ! ' and she coloured and looked 
down. 

' Not at all," said John ; ' there is nothing I wish more to 
hear, or that concerns me more nearly. Anything you like 
to tell.' 
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I am afraid it is silly,' half whispered Yiolet to hei;self ; 
but the recollection was too pleasant not to be easily drawn 
out ; and at her age the transition is short from shyness to 
confidence. 

* Not at all silly,' said John. * You know I must wish 
to hear how I gained a sister.' Then, as the strangeness of 
imagining that this grave, high-bred, more than thirty -years- 
old gentleman could possibly call her by such a name, set 
her smiling and blushing in confusion, he wiled on her com- 
munications by saying, ^ Well, that evening you danced with 
Arthur.' 

^ Three times. It was a wonderful evening. Annette 
and I said, when we went to bed, we had seen enough to 
think of for weeks. We did not know how much more was 
going to happen.' 

* No, I suppose not' 

* I thought much of it when he bowed to me. I little 
fancied — ^but there was another odd coincidence — ^wasn't it ? 
In general, I never go into the drawing-room into company, 
because there are three older ; but the day they came to 
speak to papa aboulT the fishing, mamma and all the elder 
ones were out of the way, except. Matilda. I was doing my 
Boman history with her, when papa came in and said, we 
must both come into the drawing-room.' 

* You saw more of him from that time ? ' 

' yes ; he dined with us. It was the first time I ever 
dined with a party, and he talked so much to me that Albert 
began to laugh at me; but Albert always laughs. I did 
not care till — till — that day when he walked, with us in the 
park, coming home from fishing.' 

Her voice died away, and her face burnt as she looked 
down ; but a few words of interest led her on. 

' When I told mamma, she said most likely he thoaght 
me a little girl who didn't signify ; but I did not think he 
could, for I am the tallest of them all, and every one says I 
look as if I was seventeen, at least. And then she told me 
grand gentlemen and officers didn't care what nonsense they 
talked. You know she didn't know him 90 well then ' said 
Violet, looking up pleadingly. 

* She was very prudent.' 

* She could not know he did not* deserve it,' said the 
young bride, ready, to resent it for her husband, since his 



20 , HEARTSEASE ; 

brother did not, then again excusing her mother. ^ It was 
all her care for me, dear mamma ! She told me not to think 
about it ; but I could not help it ! indeed I could not I ' 

^ No, indeed/ and painful recollections of his own pressed 
on him, but he could not help being glad this tender young 
heart was not left to pine under disappointment. 'How 
long ago was this ? ' 

' That was six weeks ago — a month before our wedding 
day,' said she, blushingly. ' I did wish it could have been 
longer. I wanted to learn how to keep house, and I never 
could, for he was always coming to take me to walk in the 
park. And it all happened so fast, I had no time to under- 
stand it, nor to talk to mamma and Matilda, And then 
mamma cried so much! I don't feel to understand it 
now, but soon perhaps I shall have more quiet time. I 
should like to have waited till Lord Martindaie came home, 
but they said that 90uld not be, because his leave of absence 
would be over. I did wish very much though that Miss 
Martindaie could have left her aunt to come to our wedding." 

John found reply so difficult that he was glad to be in- ' 
terrupted by Arthur's return. He soon after set out to call 
upon Captain Fitzhugh, who had beea at Wrangerton with 
Arthur. 

From him more of the circumstances were gathered. 
Mr. Moss was the person universally given up to reprobation. 
' A thorough schemer,' said the Irish captain. As to the 
Miss Mosses, they were lady-like girls, most of them pretty, 
and everywhere well spoken of. In fact, John suspected 
he had had a little flirtation on his own account with some 
of them, though he took credit to himself for having warned 
his friend to be careful He ended with a warm-hearted 
speech by no means displeasing to John, hoping he would 
make the best of it with Lord Martindaie, for, after all, she 
was as pretty a creature as could be seen, one that any man 
might be proud of for a daughter-in-law ; and to his mind, 
it was better tha1i leaving the poor girl to break her heart 
after him when it had gono so far. 

Arthur himself was in a more rational mood that evening. 
He had at flrst tried to hido his embarrassment by bravado ; 
but he now changed his tone, and as soon as Violet had left 
the dining-room, began by an abrupt enquiry, * "What would 
you have me do ? ' 
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* Why don't you write to my father ? ' 

Arthur writhed, * I suppose it must come to that,' he 
said ; * but tell me first the state of things.' 

' You could not expect that there would not be a good 
deal of indignation.' 

* Ay, ay ! How did you get the news ? Did Theodora 
tell you ? ' 

* No ; there was a letter from Colonel Harrington ; and 
at home they knew the circumstances pretty correctly 
through a "cousin of Wingfield'S who has a curacy in that 
neighbourhood.' 

' Oh I that was the way Theodora came by the news. I 
wish he had let alone telling her, — I could have managed 
her alone ; — ^but there I it was not in human nature not to 
tell such a story, and it did not much matter how it was 
done. Well, and my aunt is furious, I suppose, but I'll 
take care of her and of my Lady. I only want to know how 
my father takes it.' - 

* He cannot endure the notion of a family feud ; but the 
first step must come from you.' 

* Very well : — and so you came to set it going. It is very 
good-natured of you, John, I depended on you or Theodora 
for helping me through, but I did not think you would have 
come in this way. I am glad you have, for now you have 
§een her you can't say a word against it.' 

' Against her^ certainly not. I have made acquaintance 
with her this morning, and — ^and there is everything to in- 
terest one in her ;'' then, as Arthur looked delighted, and 
was ready to break into a rhapsody — ^'Her simplicity es- 
pecially. When you write, you had better mention her en- 
tire ignorance of the want of sanction. I cannot think how 
she was kept in such unconsciousness.' 

'She knows nothing of people's ways,' said Arthur. 
* She knew you were all abroad, and her own family told her 
it was all right. Her father is a bit of a tyrant, and stopped 
the mother's mouth, I fancy, if she had any doubts. As to 
herself, it was much too pretty to see her so happy, to let 
her set up her little scruples. She did just as she was told, 
like a good child.' 

' Arthur I you have undertaken a great responsibili- 
ty. ! ' exclaimed John. 

But Arthur, without seeming to heed, continued, ' S > 
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you see slio is quite clear ; but I'll write, and you shall see 
if it is not enough to satisfy my father, before he sets us go- 
ing respectably.' 

^ I can't answer for anything of that sort.' 

^ Something he must do,' said Arthur, ' for my allowance 
is n6t enough to keep a cat ; and as to the ninth part of old 
Moss's pickings and stealings, if I meant to dirt my fingers 
with it, it wont be to be come by till hd is disposed of, and 
that wont be these thirty years.' 

' Then, he let you marry without settling anything on 
her ? ' 

' He was glad to have her off his hands on any terms. 
Besides, to tell you the truth, John, I am convinced he had 
no notion you would ever come home again. He knew I saw 
his game, and dresided I should be off ; so he and I were 
both of one mind, to have it over as soon as possible.' 

*I only hope you will make her happy P said John, 
earnestly. 

^ Happy ! ' exclaimed Arthur, surprised ; ' small doubt ^ 
of that ! What should prevent me ? ' 

' I think you will find you must make some sacrifices.' 

' It all depends on my father,' said Arthur, a little 
crossly, and taking his writing-case from another table. 

He was so well pleased with his performance that, as 
soon as he was alone with Violet, he began, * There, I've 
done it 1 John said it could not be better, and after the 
impression you have made, no fear but he will pacify the 
great folks.' 

She was perplexed. * Who ? ' said she ; * not Lord and 
Lady Martindale ? Oh ! surely I have not done anything 
to displease them.' 

' You'iBusi have been ingenious if you had.' 

^ Pray, do tell me ? - Why are they to be pacified ? 
What is the matter ? Do they think they shan't like me ? 
Ought I to do anything ? ' 

* My little bird, don't twitter so fast. You have asked 
a dozen questions in a breath.' 

* I wish you would tell me what it means,' said Violet, 
imploringly. 

* Well, I suppose you must know sooner or later. It 
only means that they are taken by surprise.' 

Violet gazed at him in perplexity, then, with a dawning 
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perception, * Oh I surely you don*t mean they did not ap- 
prove of it.' 

* Nobody asked them,' said Arthur, carelessly, then, as 
she turned away, covering her face with her hands, ' But it 
is nothing to take to heart in that way. I am my own 
master, you know, you silly child, and. you had plenty of 
consent, and all that sort of thing, to satisfy you, so you are 
quite out of the scrape.' 

She scarcely seemed to hear. 

* Come, come, Violet, this won't do,' ho continued, put- 
ting his arm round her, and turning her towards him, while 
he pulled down her hands. * This is pretty usage. You 
can't help it now if you would.' 

' Oh I Mr. Martindale I ' 

* Ah I you don't know what I have saved you. I was 
not going to see all that pink paint worn off those cheeks, 
nor your life- and my own wasted in waiting for them to 
bring their minds to it. I have seen enough of that. Poor 
John there — ' 

* How ? — What ? said Violet, with alarmed curiosity. 

* She died,' said Arthur. 

* How long ago ? What was her name ? ' ' 

' Helen Eotheringham. She was our old parson's daugh- 
ter. They waited eight years, and she died last summer. 
I see he wears his mourning still.' 

Violet looked aghast, and spoke low. * How very sad f 
Helen I That was the reason he looked up when he heard 
it was my name. Poor Mr. John Martindale ! I saw the 
crape on his hat. Was that what made him Bo ill ? ' 

* It nearly killed him last year, but he never had lungs 
good for anything. First, my aunt set my father against it, 
and when he gave in, she had a crabbed decrepit oW grand- 
father, and between them they were the death of her, and 
almost of him. I never thought he would rally again.' 

* Only last year I ' exclaimed Violet. * dear ! and 
there have I been telling him all about — about this spring. 
I would not have done it, if I had known. I thought he 
looked melancholy sometimes. Oh I I wish I had not.' 

* You did, did you ? ' said Arthur, much amused. ' You 
chatterbox.' 

' Oh ! I am so sorry. I wish — ' 

* No, no, he only lied' you the better-for it I assure 
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you, Violet, he almost said so. Then that was what made 
him lay such stress on your being an innocent little victim. 

* "Would you be so kind as to explain it to me ? ' said. 
Yiolet, in such serious distress that he answered with less 
trifling than usual, * There is nothing to tell. I knew how 
it would be if I asked leave, so I took it. That's all.' 

* And — and surely they didn't know this at home ? ' 

* The less said about that the better, Violet,' said Arthur. 
* You are all right, you know, and in great favour with John. 
He can do anything with my father, and I have written. 
We shall be at home before the end of another month, and 
set going with a decent income in London. A house — where 
shall it be ? Let me see, he can't give me less than 1000/. 
a year, perhaps 1500/. I vow I don't see why it should not 
be 2000/. John wants no more than he has got, and will 
never marry now, and there is only Thegdora. I was always 
my aunt's favourite, and if you mind what you are about 
we shall have our share of the old sugar-planter's hoards, 
better than the Barbuda property — all niggers and losses. 
I wash my hands of it, though by rights it should come to 
the second son.' 

Neither understanding nor heeding all this, Violet inter- 
rupted by gasping out, ' Oh ! I am so grieved.' 

* Grieved I — say that again. Grieved to be Mrs. Arthur 
Martindale ? ' 

* no, no ; but — ' 

' Grieved to have found such a fool as to risk everything, 
and run counter to all his friends for the sake of that silly 
little ungrateful face ? ' 

She was coaxed out of her vexation for the present ; but 
she awoke the next morning with a feeling of culpability and 
dread of all the Martindale family. 

John could not understand her altered manner and the 
timid bashfulness, greater than even at their first meeting. 
In fact, the history of his grief inspired her with a sort of 
reverential compassion for him, and the perception of the 
terms on which she stood, made her laugh of yesterday seem 
to her such unbecoming levity, that upon it she concentrated 
all her vague feelings of contrition. 

When ho came as before, to borrow some ink ; as she 
gave it to him her hand shook, and her colour rose. Aftec 
standing musing a little while, she said, mournfully, * I am 
very sorry I ' 
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* What is the matter ? ' said he, kindly. 

* I am so vexed at what I did yesterday I * 

* What do you mean ? * 

^ For laughing,' said she, in a tone of distress. * Indeed, 
indeed, I did not know,' and though she averted her face, he 
saw that the crimson had spread to her neck. He did not 
at once reply, and she went on incoherently. * I did not 
know — I could not guess. Of course — I wondered at it all. 
I knew I was not fit — ^but they never told me — 0, I am so 
much grieved.' 

Most soothingly did John say, coming towards her, 
* No, no, you need not distress yourself. No one can blame 
you.' 

* But Lord Martindale' — she murmured. 

' He will look on jou like a daughter. I know I may 
promise you that. Yes, indeed, I, have no doubt of it, my 
dear little siater,' he repeated, as she looked earnestly at 
him. * I have told him how entirely you deserve his kind- 
ness and affection, and Arthur has written such a letter as 
will be sure to bring his forgiveness.' 

' Ah I ' said Violet, * it is all for my sake. No wonder 
they should be angry.' 

* Don't fancy that any one is angry with you. We all 
know that you were ignorant how matters stood.' 

' But I should have done the same if I had known. I 
could not have helped it,' said Violet. 

* I know,' said John, ' no one could expect it of you. 
Arthur told me at once that you were free from any shadow 
of blame, and no one thinks of imputing any.' 

* But are they very much displeased ? ' said poor Violet. 

* Of course,' said John, after a little consideration, * it 
was a shock to hear of such an important step being taken 
without my father's knowledge ; but he is very anxious there 
should be no estrangement, and I am sure he will behave as 
if things had gone on in the usual course. You may have 
great confidence in his kindness, Violet.' 

She was somewhat reassured, and presently went on — ' I 
don't wonder they are vexed. I know how much beneath 
him I am, but I could not help that. Oh ! I wish Matilda 
was here to tell me how to behave, that everyone may not be 
ashamed of me and angry with him. . 

* Don't be frightened,' said John, * you have pleased two 
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of the family already, you know, and depend upon it, you will 
make them all like you in time as much as I do.' 
' If you can overlook that laugh ! ' 'said Violet. 

* I could say I liked you the better for it,' said John, 
pleasantly ; * only I don't know whether it would be a safe 
precedent. It has made us feel well acquainted, I hope. 
Don't make a stranger of me,' he continued ; ' don't forget 
that we are brother and sister.' 

* I'm sure,'— ^and she broke off, unable to express her- 
self; then added, ^ Lady Martindale I I was frightened be- 
fore at the thought of her, but it is much worse now.' 

* You must not frighten yourself You will find out how 
kind she is when you come to know her, and soon get over 
•your first strangeness and shyness.' 

* And there is your, sister,' said Violet ; * Theodora — I 
do long to see her. Is she most like you or your brother ? ' 

* Remarkably like him. She always makes children very 
fond of her,' he added, pausing to find something safe and 
jret encouraging ; * but I don't know half as much of her as 
Arthur does. We have not been as much together as I 
could wish.' 

* I see now why she never wrote,' said Violet, with some 
shame, and yet glad to have it accounted for. * But she will 
be sure to help me, and tell me how to behave. She will 
want them to be able to bear me for his sake.' 

Without much reply, he applied himself to his letter, 
feeling that ho could hardly give an impartial judgment. It 
had been a great effort to come to visit the bridal pair, but 
he found himself rewarded in a way he had not expected by 
the new pleasure given him by her engaging ways ; her 
freshness and artlessness rousing him from long-continued 
depression of spirits. 

After some pondering, she suddenly looked up, and ex- 
claimed, ' Well, I'll try I ' 

' Try what, Violet ? ' 

* I'll try to do my very best I * said she, cheerfully, though 
the tears still were in her eyes. * I know I shall make mis- 
takes, and I can never be like a great lady ; but I'll do the 
best I can, if they will only bear with me, and not be angry 
with him.' 

* I am sure you will do well, with such resolutions.' 

* One thing I am glad of,' added she, * that w^ c^qie here 
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just now. That old cathedral I I did not think much be- 
fore — it was all strange and new, and I was too happy. But 
I shall never be so thoughtless now — or if I am ! 0, I know,' 
she exclaimed with renewed enefijy, * I'll buy one of those 
pretty white cups with views of the cathedral on them. Did 
you not see them in the shop- window ? That will put me in 
mind if t am going to be careless of all my resolutions.' 

* Resolutions so made are likely to be kept,' said John, 
and she presently left the room, recollecting that her store 
of biscuits needed replenishing before luncheon. She was 
putting on her bonnet to go to order them, when* a doubt 
seized her whether she was transgressing. the dignities of the 
honourable Mrs. Martindale. Matilda had lectured against 
vulgarity when Arthur had warned her against ultra-gentility, 
and she wavered, till finding there was no one to send, her 
good sense settled the question. She walked along, feeling 
the cares and troubles of life arising on her, and thinking 
she should never again be gay and thoughtless, when she 
suddenly heard her husband's voice — * Ha I whither away so 
fast ? ' and he and Captain Fitzhugh overtook her. 

' I was going into the town on an errand.' 

* Just the moment I wanted you. There's a cricket- 
match in the College Meads. Come along.' 

And with her arm in his, Violet's clouds vanished, and 
she had no recollection of anxieties or vexations. The sum- 
mer sky was overhead, the river shone blue and bright, the 
meadows smiled in verdure, the whole scene was full of ani- 
mation, and the game, of which she knew nothing, was made 
charming by Arthur's explanations. Nearly an hour had 
passed before she bethought herself of suggesting it was al- 
most time to go home. 

* Presently,' said Arthur, * let us see this fellow out.' 
Another ten minutes, * Would you look at your watch ? 

please. There's your brother waiting for his luncheon.' 

* 0, ay, 'tis nearly time,' and he was again absorbed. 
She thought he would not be pleased if she went home 

alone, nor was she sure of the way ; so she waited in much 
annoyance, till at length he said, * Now, Violet,' and they 
walked briskly home, all that she had endured passing en- 
tirely out of her mind. 

She rejoiced to find" Mr. Martindale unconscious thj^t it 
«ras not far from two o'clock. He said he had been glad 
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of time to finish his letters, and Arthur, as his eye fell 
oti one of them, asked, * What is Percy doing now ? * 

* He has been in Anatolia, going over some of the places 
we saw together. He has made some discoveries about 
the Crusades, and is thinking of publishing some of his 
theories.' 

' Did I not hear of his writing something before this ? ' 

* Yes ; he sent some curious histories of the eastern Jews 
to some magazine. They are to be published separately, as 
they have been very sucqessful ; but I am glad this book is 
to be what he calls * self-contained.' He is too good to be 
wasted upon periodicals.* 

Violet, curious to know who was this literary correspond- 
ent, glanced at the letter, and read the address, to * Antony 
Percival Fotheringham, Esquire, British Embassy, Constan-- 
tinople.' She started to find it was t^e surname of that lost 
betrothed of whon\ she thought with an undefinable reverent 
pity. 

All speculations were put to flight, however, by the en- 
trance of the luncheon tray, containing nothing but slices of 
cold mutton and bread and butter. With a grievous Ibok 
of dismay, and lamentable exclamation, she began to pour 
out explanations and apologies ; but the gentlemen seemed 
too intent on conversing about Mr. Fotheringham either to 
hear her or to perceive anything amiss. 

She remembered black looks and sharp words at home ; 
and feeling dreadfully guilty at having failed immediately 
after her resolutions, she retreated to her room, and there 
Arthur found her in positive distress. 

' Oh, I am so much concerned ! It was so wrong to for- 
get those biscuits. Your brother ate nothing else yesterday 
at luncheon ! ' 

* Is that all ? ' said Arthur, laughing ; * I thought some- 
thing had happened to yoa Come, on with '^ your bonnet. 
Fancy ! John will actually walk with us to St. Cross ! ' 

' Let me first tell you how it happened. There are a 
couple of ducks — ' 

' Let them be. No housekeeping affairs for me. What- 
ever happens, keep your own counsel. If they serve you up 
a barbecued puppy dog, keep a cool countenance, and help 
the company round. No woman good for anything mentions 
her bill of fare in civilized society. Mind that. ' 

Violet was l^t imagining her apologies a breach of good 
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manners. What must Mr. Martindale think of her ? Silly, 
childish, indiscreet, giggling, neglectful, underbred ! How 
he must regret his brother's having such a wife ! 

Yet his pleasant voice, and her husband's drawing her 
arm into his, instantly dispelled all fear and regret, and her 
walk was delightful. 

She was enchanted with St. Cross, delighted with the 
quadrangle of grey buildings covered with creepers, the 
smooth turf and gay flowers ; in raptures at the black jacks, 
dole of bread and beer, and at the silver-crossed brethren, 
and eager to extract all Mr. Martindale's information on the 
architecture and history of the place, lingering over it as 
long as her husband's patience would, endure, and hardly 
able to tear herself from the quiet glassy stream and green 
meadows. 

* If Caroline were only here to sketch it ! ' she cried, 
' there would be nothing wanting but that that hill should 
be Helvellyn.' 

* You should see the mountain convents in Albania,' 
said John ; and she was soon charmed with his account of 
his adventures there with Mr. Fotheringham. She was 
beginning to look on him as a perfect mine of information — 
one who had seen the whole world, and read everything. 
All that was wanting, she said, was Matilda properly to 
enter into his conversation. 

Another day brought letters, inviting Arthur to bring 
home his bride for a fortnight's visit, as soon as he could 
obtain leave of absence. 



CHAPTER III. 

Who is the bride ? A simple village maid. 
Beauty and truth, a violet in the shade. 
She takes their forced welcome and their wiles 
For her own tratb, and lifts her head and smiles. 
They shall not change that truth by any art^ 
Oh 1 may her love change them before they part. 
She turns away, her eyes are dim with tears, 
Iler mother's blessinff lingers in her ears, 
* Bless thee, my child,' the music is unheard, 
Her heart 'grows strong ou that remembered word. 

F&EDSRIGK TkNNTBOK. 

* Here we are 1 ' said Arthur Martindale. * Here's the 
lodge.' Then looking in his wife's face, * Why I. you are as 
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white as a sheet. Come I don't be silly, child. They wont 
bite.' 

^ I am glad I have seen Mr. John Martindale ! ' sighed 
she. 

* Don't call him so here. Ah I I meant to tell you you 
must not Mr. Martindale me here. John is Mr. Martin- 
dale.' 

* And what am I to call you % ' 

* By my name, of course.' 

* Arthur I Oh, I don't know how ! ' 

* You will soon. And if you can help shrinking when 
my aunt kisses you, it will be better for us. Ha ! there is 
Theodora!' ^ 

',0, where?' 

* Gone ! Fled in by the lower door. I wish I could 
have caught her.' 

Violet held her breath. The grand parterre, laid out in 
regularly-shaped borders, each containing a mass of one kind 
of flower, flaming elschofchias, dazzling verbenas, azure 
nemophilas, or sober heliotrope, the broad walks, the great 
pile of building, the innumerable windows, the long ascent 
of stone steps, their balustrade guarded by sculptured 
sphinxes, the lofty entrance, and the tall powdered footmen 
gave her the sense of entering a palace. She t]^m()led, and 
clung to Arthur's arm, as they came into a great 'hall, where 
a vista of marble pillars, orange trees, and statues, opened 
before her; but comfort came in the cordial brotherly 
greeting with which John here met them. 

* She is frightened out of her senses,' said Arthur. 
John's reply was an encouraging squeeze of the hand,' 

which he retained, leading her, stiu leaning on her husband's 
, arm, into a room, where an elderly gentleman was advancing ; 
both her hands were placed within his by her supporters on 
either fide, and he kissed her, gravely saying, * Welcome, 
my dear.' He then presented her to a formal embrace from 
a tall lacfy; and Arthur, saying, * Well, Theodora! here, 
Violet,' again took her hand, and put it into another, whose 
soft clasp was not ready, nor was the kiss hearty.' 

Presently Violet, a little reassured by Lord Martindale's 
gentle tones, ventured on a survey. She was on the same 
sofa with Lady Martindale ; but infinitely remote she felt 
from that form like an eastern queen, richly dressed, and 
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with dark majestic beauty,, whose dignity was rather in- 
creased than impaired by her fifty years. She spoke softly 
to the shy stranger, but with a condescending tone, that 
marked the width of the gulf, and Violet's eyes, in the timid 
hope of sympathy, turned towards the sister. 

But though the figure was younger, and the dress 
plainer, something seemed to make her still more unap- 
proachable. There was less beauty, less gentleness, and the 
expression of her countenance had something fixed and stern. '^ 
Now and then, there was a sort of agitation of the muscles 
of the face, and her eyes were riveted on Arthur, excepting 
that if he looked towards her, she instantly looked out of 
the window. She neither spoke nor moved ; Violet thought 
that she had not given her a single glance, but she was mis- 
taken, Theodora was observing, and forming a judgment. 

The wife, for whose sake Arthur had perilled so much, 
and- inflicted such acute pain on her, what were her merits ? 
A complexion of lilies and roses, a head like a steel engrav- 
ing in an annual, a face expressing nothing but childish 
bs^fulness, a manner ladylike but- constrained, and a dress 
of studied simplicity, worse than finery. 

Lady Martindale spoke of dressing, and conducted her 
meek, shy visitor up a grand staircase, along a broad gallery, 
into a large bedroom, into which the western sun beamed 
with a dazzlitig flood of light. 

The first use Violet made of her solitude was to look 
round in amaze at the size and luxury of her room, wonder- 
ing if she should ever feel at home where looking-glasses 
haunted her with her own insignificance.- She fled from 
them,^to try to cool her cheeks at the open window, and 
gaze at the pleasure-ground, which reminded her of prints 
of Versailles, by the sparkling fountain rising high in fan- 
tastic jets from its stone basin, in the midst of an expanse 
of level turf, bordered by terraces and stone steps, adorned 
with tall vases of flowers. On the balustrade stood a pea- 
cock, bending his blue neck, and drooping his gorgeous train, 
as if he was * monarch of all he surveyed.'' 

Poor Violet felt as if no one but peacocks had a right 
here ; and when she remembered that less than twelve weeks 
ago the summit of her wishes had been to go to the Wran- 
gerton ball, it seemed to be a dream, and she shut her eyes, 
almost expecting to open them on Annette's face, and the 
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little attic at home. But then, some one else must hav« 
been the fabric of a vision ! She made haste to unclose 
them, and her heart bounded at thinking that he was born 
to all this I She started with joy as his step approached, 
and he entered the room. 

' Let us look at you,' he said. * Have you your colour ? 
Ay, plenty of it. Are you getting tamer, you startled 
thing?' 

* I hope I have not been doing wrong. Lady Martin dale 
asked me to have some tea. I never heard of such a thing 
before dinner, but I thought afterwards it might have been 
wrong to refuse. Was it ? ' 

He laughed. * Theodora despises nothing so much as 
women who drink tea in the middle of the day.' 

' I am so afraid of doing what is unladylike. Your 
mother offered me a maid, but I only thought of not giving 
trouble, and she seemed so shocked at my undoing my own 
trunk.' 

* No, no,' said he, much diverted ; * she never thinks 
people can help themselves. She was brought up to be wor- 
shipped. Those are her West Indian ways. But don't you 
get gentility notions ; Theodora will never stand them, and 
will respect you for being independent. However, don't 
make too little of yourself, or be shy of making the lady's 
maids wait on you. There are enough, of them — my mother 
has two, and Theodora a French one to her own share.' 

^ I should not like any one to do my hair, if that is not 
wrong.' 

' None of them all have the knack with it you have, and 
it is lucky, for they cost as much as a hunter.' 

^ Indeed, I will try to be no expense.' 

* I say, what do you wear this evening ?' 

* Would my white muslin be fit ? ' 

* Ay, and the pink ribbons in your hair, mind. You will 
not see my aunt till after dinner; when I shall not be there ; 
but you must do the best you can, for much depends on it. 
My aunt brought my mother up, and is complete master here. 
I can't think how my father' — and he went on talking to 
himself, as he retreated into his dressing-room, so that all 
Violet heard was, * wife's relations,' and ' take warning.' 

He came back to inspect her toilette and suggest adorn- 
mouts, till finding he was overdoing them, he let her follow 
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her own taste, and was so satisfied with the result, that he 
led her before the glass, saying, ^ There, Mrs. Martindale, 
that's what I call well got np. Don't you ? ' 

* I don't mind seeing myself when I have you to look at' 

* You think wo make a handsome couple ? Well, I am 
glad you are tall — ^not much shorter than Theodora, after 
all' 

' But, oh I how shall I behave properly all dinner-time ? 
Do make a sign if I am doing anything wrong.' 

* Nonsense ! ' 

^ I know I shall make mistakes. Matilda says I shall. 
I had a letter from her this morning to warn me against 
* solecisms in etiquette,' and to tell me to buy the number 
.of the Family Friend about dinner, parties, but I had not 
time, and I am sure I shall do wrong/ 

^ You would, be much more likely, if you had Matilda 
and her prig of a book,' said Arthur, between anger and di- 
version. * Tell her to mind her own business — she is not 
your mistress now, and she shall not teach you affectation. 
Why, you silly child, should I have had you if you' had not 
been ^proper behaved ? ' You have nothing to do but to re- 
member you are my wife, and as good as any of them, besides 
being twenty times prettier. Now, are you ready ? ' 

* Yes, quite ; but how shall I find my way here again ? ' 

' See, it is the third door from the stairs. The rest on 
this side are spare rooms, except where you see those two 
green baize doors at the ends. They lead to passages, the 
wings on the garden side. In this one my aunt's rooms are, 
and Miss Piper, her white nigger, and the other is Theo- 
dora's.' 

* And all these opposite doors % ' 

* Those four belong to my father and mother ; these two 
are John's. His sitting-room is the best in the house. The 
place is altogether too big for comfort. Our little parlor at 
Winchester was twice as snug as that overgrown drawing- 
room down stairs. 

' Dear little room ! I hope we may go back to it. But 
what a view from this end window 1 That avenue is the 
most beautiful thing I have seen yet. It looks much older 
than the house.' 

* It is. My father built the house, but we were an old 
county family long before. The old Admiral, the first lord,, 
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had the peerage settled on my father, who was his nephew 
and head of the family, and he and my aunt Nesbit having 
been old friends in the West Indies, met at Bath, and cooked 
up the match. He wanted a fortune for his nephew, and 
she wanted a coronet for her niece I I can't think how she 
came to be satisfied with a trumpery Irish one. You stare, 
Violet ; but that is my aunt's notion of managing, and the 
way she meant to deal with all of us. She has monstrous 
hoards of her own, which she thinks give her a right to rule. 
She has always given out that she meant the chief of them 
for me, and treated me accordingly, but I am afraid she has 
got into a desperately bad temper now, and we must get her 
out of it as best we can.' 

This not very encouraging speech was made as they 
stood looking from the gallery window. Some one came 
near, and Violet started. It was a -very fashionably-dressed 
personage, who, making a sort of patronizing, sweeping bend, 
said, * I was just about to send a person to assist Mrs. Mar- 
tindale. I hope you will ring whenever you require any 
thing, ^he under lady's maid will be most happy ^to attend 
you.' 

* There,' said Arthur, as the lady passed on, * that is the 
greatest person in the house, hardly excepting my aunt. 
That is Miss Alticidora Standaloft, her ladyship's own 
maid.' 

Violet's feelings might somewhat resemble those of the 
Emperor Julian when he sent for a barber,' and there came 
a, count of the empire. 

' She must have wanted to look at you,' proceeded Ar- 
thur, * or she would never have treated us with such affabili- 
ty. But come along, here is Theodora's room.' 

It was a cheerful apartment, hung with prints, with 
somewhat of a school-room aspect, and in much tiisorder. 
Books and music lay confused with blue and lilac cottons, 
patterns, scissors, and papers covered with mysterious dots ; 
there were odd-looking glass bottles on the mantel-shelf, with 
odder looking things in them, and saucers holding what Vio- 
let, at home, would have called messes; the straw-bonnet 
lay on the Hoor, and beside it the Scotch terrier, who curled 
up his lips, showed his white teeth, and greeted the invaders 
with a growl, which became a bark as Arthur snapped hi« 
fingers at him. * Ha ! Skylark, that is bad manners. 
W here's your mistress ? Theodora ! ' 
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At the call, the door of the inner room opened, but only 
a little dark damsel appeared, saying, in a French accent, 
that Miss Martindale was gone to Miss Gardner's room. 

^ Is Miss Gardner here?* exclaimed Arthur. 

* She is arrived about half an hour ago,' was the reply. 
Arthur uttered an impatient interjection, and Violet 

begged to know who Miss Gardner was. 

* A great friend of Theodora's. I wish she would have 
kept further oflf just now, not that she is not a good-natured, 
agreeable person enough, but I hate having strangers here. 
There will be no good to be got out of Theodora now ! 
There are two sisters always going about staying at places, 
the only girls Theodora ever cared for ; and just now, 
Oeorgina, the youngest, who used to*be a wild flyaway girl, 

• just such as Theodora herself, has gone and married one 
Finch, a miserly old rogue, that scraped up a huge fortune 
in South America, and is come home old enough for her 
grandfather. What should possess Theodora to bring Jane 
here now ? I thought she would never have forgiven them. 
But we may as well come down. Here's the staircase for 
use and comfort.* 

'And here is the hall! Oh I' cried Violet, springing 
towards it, * this really is the Dying Gladiator. Just like 
the one at Wrangerton ! ' 

* What else should he be like ? ' said Arthur, laughing. 
* Everyone who keeps a preserve of statues has the same.' 

She would have liked to linger, recognizing her old 
friends, and studying this museum of wonders, inlaid marble 
tables, cases of stuflfed humming birds, and stands of hot- 
house plants, but Arthur hurried her on, saying it was very 
illicontrived ; a draught straight through it, so that nothing 
warmed it. He opened doors, giving her a moment's glimpse 
of yellow satin, gilding and pictures, in the saloon, which 
was next to the drawing-room where she had been received, 
and beyond it the dining-room. Opposite, were the billiard- 
room, a library, and Lord Martindale's study ; and ' Here,* 
said he, * is where Theodora and I keep our goods. Hai' 
as he entered, ' you here, Theodora 7 Hollo ! what's this ? 
A lot of wooden benches with their heels in the air. How's 
this ? Have you been setting up a charity school innny 
xoom ? ' 

* I found the children by the wood were too far from 
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school, SO I have been teaching them here. I came to see 
about taking the benches out of your way. I did not ex- 
pect you here.* 

^ I was showing her our haunts. See, Violet, here's my 
double barrel, and here are the bows. I forget if you can 
shoot.' 

* Matilda and Caroline do.' 

X * You shall learn. We will hare the targets out, 
Where's the light bow you used to shoot with, Theodora?' 

* It is somewhere,' said Theodora, without alacrity ; * No, 
I remember, I gave it to Mr. Wingfield's little nephew.' 

* Unlucky I Yours will never do for those little fingers.' 
Theodora abruptly turned to Violet, and said, * She must 

be tired of standing there.' Violet smiled with pleasure at 
being addressed, thanked, and disclaimed fatigue. 

^ She is of your sort, and does not know how to be tired,' 
said Arthur. * I wondered to hear youi: bosom friend was 
here. What brings her about now ? ' 

* If you call her my bosom friend, you answer the ques- 
tion,' was the proud reply, and it provoked him to carry on 
the teazing process. 

* I thought she was not tlie friend,' he continued \ " I 
ought to havB congratulated you on the friend's capture. A 
goldfinch of the South American breed is a rare bird.' 

Theodora drew up her head, and impetuously heaped 
some school-books together. 

* Have you seen the pretty caged bird ? ' 

* Never.' 

In a soft tone, contrasting with the manner of his last 
sayings, Arthur invited his wife to come out on the lawn, 
and walked ayay with her. * She was surprised and uneasy 
at what had taken place, but could not understand it, and 
only perceived he would prefer "her not seeming to notice it. 

It was all the strange influence of temper. In truth, 
Theodora's whole heart was yearning to the brother, whom 
she loved beyond all others ; while on the other hand his 
home attachments centred on her, and he had come to seek 
her with the fixed purpose of gaining her good-will and pro- 
tection for his young bride. But temper stepped between. 
WItether it began from Theodora's jealousy of the stranger, 
or from his annoyance at her cold haughty manner to his 
wife, he waS vexed, and retaliated by teazing * she answered 
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coldly, in proud, suflfering at being taunted on a subject which 
gave her much pain, and then was keenly hurt at his tone 
and way of leaving her, though in fact she was driving him 
away. She stood leaning against a pillar in the hall, looking 
after him with eyes brimming with tears ; but on hearing a 
step approach, she subdued all signs of emotion, and com- 
posedly met the eye of her eldest brother. She could not 
brook that any one should see her grief, and she was in no 
mood for his first sentences ; ^ What are you looking at ? 
and seeing the pair standing by the fountain, * Well, you 
don't think I said too much in her favour ? ' 

* She is very pretty,'- said Theodora, as if making an 
admission. 

' It is a very sweet expression. Even as a stranger, it 
would be impossible not to be interested in her, if only fo 
the sake of her simplicity.' 

Theodora glanced at Violet's dress, and at the attitude 
in which she was looking up, as Arthur gathered some roses 
from a vase ; then turned her eyes on John's thoughtful and 
melancholy countenance, and thought within herself, that 
every man, however wise, can be taken in by a fair face, and 
by airs and graces. 

* Poor thing,' contiiiued John, * it must be very trying ; 
you don't see her to advantage, under constraint, but a few 
kind words will set her at ease.' 

' He i?aused for an answer, but not obtaining one, said, * I 
did not know you expected Miss Gardner to-day.' 

She surprised him by answering, with asperity, prompted 
by a second attack on this subject, * I can't help it. I could 
not put her off, — what objection can there be ? ' 

* Nothing, nothing, — I meant nothing personal. It was 
only that I would have avoided having spectators of a family 
meeting like this. I am afraid of first impressions.' 

* My impressions are nothing at all.' 

* Well, I hope you will make friends — I am sure she 
will repay your kindness.' 

* Do you know that you are standing in a tremendous 
draught,' interrupted Theodora. 

* And there's my mother on the stairs. I shall go and 
call them in ; come with me, Theodora.' • 

But she had turned back and joined hei* mother. 

He found Violet all smiles and wonder; but she re> 



38 HEARTSEASE *, 

lapsed into constraint and al^rm as soon as she entered the 
drawing-room. Miss Gardner presently came down, — a lady 
about five or six- and- twenty, not handsome, but very well 
dressed, and with an air of ease and good society, as if sure 
of her welcome. As Violet listened to her lively conversa- 
tion with Lord Martindale, she thought how impossible it 
was that she should ever be equally at home there. 

The grandeur of the dining-room was another shock, anu 
the varieties of courses revived her remorse for the cold 
mutton. She sat between Lord Martindale and John, who 
talked to her as soon as he thought she could bear the 
sound of her own voice; and, with Arthur opposite, her 
situation was delightful compared to the moment, when, 
without either of her protectors, she must go with the impe- 
rial Lady Martindale to encounter the dreaded aunt. 

When the time came, Arthur held open the door, and 
she looked up in his face so piteously, that he smiled, and 
whispered, * You goose,' words which encouraged her more 
than their •tenor would seem to warrant. 

Warm as it was, the windows were shut, and a shawl 
was round Mrs. Nesbit's tall, bending, infirm figure. Violet 
dared not look up at her, and thought, with mysterious awe, 
of the caution not to shrink if she were kissed ; but it was 
not needed. Lady Martindale only said, * My aunt, Mrs. 
Arthur Martindale ; ' and Mrs. Nesbit, half rising, just 
took her hand into her long skinny fingers, which' felt cold, 
damp, and uncertain, like the touch of a lizard. 

Violet was conscious of being scanned from head to 
foot — nay, looked through and through by black eyes that 
seemed to pierce like a dart from beneath their shaggy 
brows, and discover all her ignorance, folly, and unfitness 
for her position. Colouring and trembling, she was re- 
lieved that there was another guest to call off Mrs. Nesbit's 
attention, and watched the readiness and deference with 
which Miss Gardner replied to compliments on her sister's 
marriage ; and yet they were not comfortable congratula- 
tions, thought Violet : at least they m^de her cheeks burn, 
and Theodora stood by looking severe and melancholy ; but 
Miss Gardner seemed quite to enter into the sarcastic tone 
«ind almost to echo it, as if to humour the old lady. 

* Your sister acted very sensibly,' said Mrs. Nesbit, 
with emphasis. * Very good management ; though Theodora 
was somewhat taken by surprise;' • 
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* Yes, I know we used her very ill,' said Miss Gardner ; 
*bnt people have unaccountable fancies about publishing 
those matters. Mr. Finch was in haste, and we all felt that 
it was best to have it over, so it was talked of a very short 
time previously.' 

* Speed is the best policy, as we all know,' said Mrs. 
Nesbit ; and Violet felt as if there was a flash of those eyes 
upon her, and was vexed with herself for blushing. She 
thought Miss Gardner's answer goodnaturedly unconscious : 

* Oh, people always shake together best afterwards. 
There is not the least use in a prolonged courtship acquaint- 
ance. It is only a field for lovers' quarrels, and pastime for 
the spectators,' 

* By the by,' said Mrs. Nesbit, * what is become of your 
cousin, Mrs. George Gardner*s son ? ' 

* Mark ? Oh, he is abroad. Poor fellow, I wish we 
could find something for him to do. Xady Fotheringham 
asked her nephew, Percival, if he could not put him in the 
way of getting some appointment.' 

' Failed, of course,' said Mrs. Nesbit. 

* Yes ; I never expected much. Those diplomates are 
apt to be afraid of having their heels trodden upon ; but it 
is a great pity. He is so clever, and speaks so many lan- 
guages. We hope now that Mr. Finch may suggest some 
employment in America.' 

' Highly advisable.' 

* I assure you poor Mark would be glad of anything. He 
is entirely steadied now ; but there are so few openings for 
men~of his age ' 

An interruption here occurring, Miss- Gardner drew off to 
the window. Theodora sat still, until her friend said, * How 
lovely it is 1 Do you ever take a turn on the terrace after 
dinner ? ' 

Theodorii could not refuse. Violet wished they had 
asked her to join them ; but they went out alone, and for 
some moments both were silent. Miss Gardner first spoke, 
remarking, * A beautiful complexion.' 

There was a cold absent assent ; and she presently tried 
again, * Quite a lady,' but with the same brief reply. 

Presently, however, Theodora exclaimed, 

* Jane, you want me to talk to you ; I cannot unless you 
unsay that about Percy Fotheringham. He is not to bo 
accused of baseness.' 
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* I beg your pardon, Theodora, dear ; I have no doubt 
his motives were quite conscientious ; but naturally, you 
know, one takes one's own cousin's part, and it was disap- 
pointing that he would not help to give poor Mark another 
chance.' 

* That is no reason he should be accused of petty jeal- 
ousies.' 

* Come, you must not be so very severe and dignified. 
Make some allowance for poor things who don't know-how to 
answer Mrs. Nesbit, and say what first occurs. Indeed, I 
did not know you were so much interested in him.' 

' I am interested in justice to the innocent.' 

* There ! don't annihilate me. I know he is a very 
superior person, the pi'ide of Lady Fotheringham's heart. 
Of course he would have recommended Mark if he had 
thought it right ; I only hope he will find that he was mis- 
taken.' 

' If he was he will be the first to own it.' 

* Then I am forgiven,, am I ? And I may ask after ypu 
after this long solitary winter. We thought a great deal of 
you.' 

* I needed no pity, thank you. I was well off with my 
chemistry and the parish matters. I liked the quiet time.' 

* I know you do not care for society.' 

' My aunt is a very amusing companion. Her clear, 
shrewd observation is like a book of French memoirs.' 

* And you are one of the few not afraid of her.' 

* No. We understand each other, and it is better for all 
parties that she should know I am not to be interfered with. 
Positively I think she has been feeder of me since we 
measured our strength-' 

' There is a mutual attachment in determined spirits,' said 
Miss Gardner. 

' I think there must be. I fancy it is resolution that 
enables me to go further with her than any one else can 
without offending her.' 

* She is so proud of you.' 

^ What is strange is, that she is prouder of me than of 
mamma, who is so much handsomer and more accomplished, — 
more tractable, too, and making a figure and sensation that 
I never shall.' 

^.Mrs. Nesbit knows better,' said Miss Gardnei 
laughing. 
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* Don't say so. If John's illness had not prevented my 
coming out last year, I might have gone into the world like 
other girls. Now I se^e the worth of a young lady's triumph 
— the disgusting speculation ! I detest it.' 

* Ah ! you have not pardoned poor Georgina.' 

* Do you wish for my real opinion 1 ' 
' Pray let me hear it.' 

' Georgina had a grand coiirse open to her, and she has 
shrunk from it.' 

* A grand course ! ' repeated Jane, bewildered. 

* Yes, honest poverty, and independence. I looked to 
her to show the true meaning of that word. I call it de- 
pendence to be so unable to exist without this world's trash 
as to live in bondage for its sake. Independence is trust- 
ing for maintenance to our own head and hands.' 

* So, you really would have had us — do what? Teach 
music — make lace ? ' 

* If I had been lucky enough to have such a fate, I would 
have been a village school-mistress.' 

* Not even a governess ? ' 

* I should like the village children better ; but, serious- 
ly, I would gladly get my own bread, and I did believe 
Georgina meant to wait to be of age and do the same.' 

' But, Theodora, seriously 1 The loss of position.' 

* I would ennoble the office.' 

* With that head that looks as if it was bom in the pur- 
ple, you would ennoble anything, dear Theodora; but for 
ordinary 

^ All that is done in earnest towards Heaven and man 
ennobles and is ennobled.' 

* True ; but it needs a great soul, and much indifference 
to creature comforts. Now, think of us, at our age, our re- 
lations' welcome worn out ' 

* I thought you were desired to make Worthbourne your 
home.' 

* Yes, there was no want of kindness there ; but, my 
dear, if you could only imagine the dulness. It was as if 
the whole place had been potted and preserved in Sir Roger 
de Coverley's time. No neighbours, no club-books, no any- 
thing I One managed to vegetate through the morning by 
the help of being deputy to good Lady Bountiful ; but, oh I 
the evenings ! Sir Ajitony always asleep after tea, and no ono 
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allowed to speak, lest he should be awakened ; and the poor, 
imbecile son bringing out the drahght-board, and playing 
with us all in turn. Fancy that, by way of enlivenment to 
pobr Georgina aft«r her nervous fevfer I I was quite alarmed 
about her, — ^her spirits seemed depressed for ever into 
apathy ! ' 

* I should think them in more danger now.' 

* Oh I her Finch is a manageable bird. Her life is in her 
own power, and she will have plenty of all that makes it 
agreeable. It is winning a home instead of :s7orking for it ; 
that is the common sense view ^ 

* Winning it by the vow to love, honour, and obey, when 
she knows she cannot ! ' 

^ Oh, she may in the end. He is tame, and kind, and 
very much obliged. My dear Theodora, I could feel with 
you once ; but one learns 4,o see things in a diflferent light as 
one lives on. After all, I have not done the thing.* 

* If you did not promote it, you justify 'it.' 

* May I not justify my sister to her friend ? ' 

' I do.no such thing. I do not justify Arthur. I own 
that he has acted wrongly ; but — No, I cannot compare 
the two cases. His was silly and bad enough, but it was a 
marriage, not a bargain.' 

* Well, perhaps one may turn out as well as the other.' 

* I am afraid so,' sighed Theodora. 

* It has been a sad grief to you, so fond of your brother . 
as you were.' 

' Not that I see much harm in the girl,' continued Theo- 
dora ; ~* but ' 

* But it is the loss of your brother ! Do you know, I 
think it likely he may not be as much lost to you as if he 
had chosen a superior person. When the first fancy is over, 
such a young unformed thing as this cannot have by any 
means th^ influence that must belong to you. You will find 
him recurring to you as before.' 

Meanwhile, Violet sat formal and forlorn in the drawing- 
room, and Lady Martindale tried to make conversation. Did 
she play, or draw? Matilda played, Caroline drew, she 
had been learning ; and in horror of a request for music, she 
turned her eyes from the grand piano. Was she fond of 
flowers ? 0, yes ! Of botany ? Caroline was. A beauti- 
fully illustrated magazine of horticulture was laid before 
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her, and Somewhat relieved her, whilst the elder ladies talk- 
ed about their fernery, in scientific terms, that sounded like 
an unknown tongue. 

Perceiving that a book was wanted, she sprang up, beg- 
ging to be told where to find it ; but the answer made her 
fear she had been officious. * No, my dear, thank you, do 
not trouble yourself.' , 

The bell was rung, and a message sent to aak Miss Piper 
for the book. A small, pale, meek lady glided in, found . 
the place, and departed; while Violet felt more discom- 
posed than ever, under the sense of being a conceited little 
upstart, sitting amoiig the grand ladies, while such a person 
was ordered about. 

Ease seemed to come back with the gentlemen. Lord 
Martindale took her into the great drawing-room, to show 
her Arthur's portrait, and the show of the house — Lady 
Martindale's likeness, in the character of Lalla Kookh — and 
John began to turn over prints for her, while Arthur de- 
voted himself to his aunt, talking in the way that, in his 
schoolboy days, would have beguiled from her sovereigns 
and bank-notes. However, his civilities were less amiably 
received, and he met with nothing but hits in return. He 
hoped that her winter had not been dull. 

Not with a person of so much resource as his sister. 
Solitude with her was a pleasure — it showed the value of a 
cultivated mind. 

* She never used to be famous for that sort of thing, 
said Arthur. 

* Not as a child, but the best years for study come later. 
Education is scarcely begun at seventeen.' 

* Young ladies would not thank you for that maxim.' 

* Experience confirms me in it. A woman is nothing 
without a few years of grown-up girlhood before her mar- 
riage ; ' and, what is more, no one can judge of her when she 
is fresh from the schoolroom. Raw material I ' 

Arthur laughed uneasily. 

* There is Mrs. Hitchcock — ^you know her ? ' 

* What, the lady that goes out with the hounds, and 
rides steeple-chases ? I saw her ride through Whitford 
to-day, and she stared so hard into the carriage, that poor 
Violet pulled down her veil till we were out of the town.' 

' Well, she was marriied out of a boarding-school, came 
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here the meekest, shyest, little shrinkiug creature, always 
keeping her eyelids cast down, and colouring at a word.' 

Arthur thought there was a vicious look at his bride's 
bending head, but he endured by the help of twisting the 
tassel of the sofa cushion, and with another laugh observed, 

* that all the lady's shyness had been used up before he 
knew her.' 

* Then there was Lord George Wilmot, who ran away 
with a farmer's daughter. She made quite a sensation ; she 
was quite presentable, and very pretty and well-mannered 
— but such a temper ! They used to be called George and 
the Dragon. Poor man \ he had the most subdued air ' 

* There was a son of his in the Light Dragoons — ' began 
Arthur, hoping to lead away the conversation ; * a great 
heavy fellow.' 

* Exactly so ; it was the case with all of them. The 
Yorkshire farmer showed in all their ways, and poor Lord 
George was so ashamed of it, that it«vas positively painful 
to see him in company with his daughters. And yet the 
mother was thought ladylike.' 

Arthur made a sudden observation on John's improved 
looks. 

* Yes. Now that unhappy aflfair is over, we shall see 
him begin life afresh, anji form new attachments. It is 
pcQuliarly important that he should be well married. In- 
deed, we see every reason to hope that ' And she 

looked significant and triumphant. 

* Much obliged ! ' thought Arthur. * Well, there's no 
use in letting oneself be a target for her, while she is in 
this temper. I'll go and see what I can make of her lady- 
ship. What new scheme have they for John ? Rickworth, 
eh?' 

He was soon at his mother's side, congratulating her on 
John's recovery, and her looks were of real satisfaction. 

* I am glad you think him better ! He is much stronger, 
and we hope this may be the period when there is a change 
of constitution, and that we may yet see him a healthy 
man.' 

* Has he been going out, or seeing more people of late ? ' 

* No — still keeping in his rooms all the morning. He 
-did drive one day to Kickwprth with your father, otherwise 

he has been nowhere, only taking his solitary ride.' 
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' I never was more surprised . than to see him at Win- 
chester ! ' 

' It was entirely his own • proposal. You could not be 
more surprised than we were ; but it has been of much 
benefit to him, by giving his thoughts a new channel.' 

* He likes her, too,' said Arthur. 

* I assure you he speaks most favourably of her. 

* What did he say ? ' cried Arthur, eagerly. 

' He said she was a lady in mind and manners, and of 
excellent principles ; but he declared he would not tell us 
all he thought of her, lest we should be disappointed.' 

* Are you ? ' said Arthur, with a bright, confident smile. 

* By no means. He had not prepared me for so much 
' beauty, and such peculiarly graceful movements. My draw- 
ing days are nearly past, or I should be making a study of 
her.' 

* That's right, mother ! ' cried Arthur. ' What a picture 
she would make. Look at her now 1 The worst of it is 
she has so many pretty ways, one does not know which to 
catch her in ! ' 

Perhaps Lady Martindale caught her aunt's eye, for she 
began to qualify her praise. * But, Arthur, excuse me if 
I tell you all. There is nothing amiss in her manners, but 
they are quite unformed ] and I should dread any contact 
with her family.' 

* I never mean her to come near them,' said Arthur. 
* Though, after all, they are better than you suppose. She 
has nothing to unlearn, and will pick up tone and ease fast 
enough.' 

* Abd for education ? Is she cultivated, accomplished ? ' 

* Every man to his taste. You never could get learning 
to stick on me, and I did not look for it. She knows what 
other folks do, and likes nothing better than a book. She is 
good enouffh for me ; and you must take to her, mother, even 
if she is not quite up to your mark in the ologies. Wont 
you ? Indeed, she is a good little Violet ! ' 

Arthur had never spoken so warmly to his mother, and 
the calm, inanimate dignity of her face relaxed into a kind 
response ; something was faltered ef * every wish to show 
kindness ; ' and he had risen to lead his wife to her side, 
when he perceived his aunt's bead-like eyes fixed on them 
and she called* out to ask Lady Martindale if Lady Eliza 
beth Brandon had r^^^urned. 
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The young ladies came in late ; and Arthur in vain tried 
to win a look from his sister, who kept her eyes and tongue 
solely for Miss Gardner's service. 

At night, as, after a conversation with his brother, he 
was crossing the gallery to his own room, he met her. ' 

* Teaching my wife to gossip ? ' said he, well pleased. 

* No, I have been with Jane.' 

* The eternal friendship ! ' exclaimed he, in a changed 
tone. 

* Good-night I ' and she passed on. 

He stood still, then stepping after her, overtook her. 

* Theodora ! ' he said, almost pleadingly. 
*Well!' . 

He paused, tried to laugh, and at last said, rather awk- 
wardly, * I want to know what you think of her ? ' 
' I see she is very pretty.' 

* Good-night I ' and his receding footsteps echoed mortifi- 
cation. 

Theodora looked after him. ' Jane is right,' she said to 
herself, *he cares most for me. Poor Arthur! I must 
stand alone, ready to support him when his toy fails him.' 



CHAPTEK IV. 



They read bQtanic treatises 

And works of gardeners through there, 
And methods of transplanting trees 

To look as if they grew there. 

A. Tbnntbon. 



Theodora awoke to sensations of acute grief. Her nature had 
an almost tropical fervour of disposition ; and her education 
having given her few to love, her ardent aflfections had fast- 
ened upon Arthur with a vehemence that would have made 
the loss of the first place in his love painful, even had his 
wife been a person she respected and esteemed, but when she 
saw him, as she thought, deluded and throsm away on this 
mere beauty, the suff'ering was intense. 

The hope, Jane Gardner had given her, of his return to 
her, when he should have discovered his error, was her first 
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approach to comfort, and seemed to invigorate her to under- 
go the many vexations of the day, in the sense of neglect, 
and the sight of his devotion to his bride. 

She found that, much as she had dreaded it, she had by 
no means realized the discomposure she secretly endured 
when they met at breakfast, and he, remembering her re- 
pulse, was cold — she was colder ; and Violet, who, in the 
morning freshness,' was growing less timid, shrank back into 
awe of her formal civility. 

In past days it had been a complaint that Arthur left 
her no time to herself. Now she saw the slight girlish figure 
clinging to his arm as they crossed the lawn, and she knew 
they were about» to make the tour of their favourite haunts, 
she could hardly keep from scolding Skylark back when even 
he deserted her to run after them; and only by a very 
strong effort could she prevent her mind from pursuing their 
steps, while she was inflicting a course of Liebig on Miss 
Gardner, at the especial instance of that lady, who, whatever 
hobby her friends were riding, always mounted behind. 

Luncheon was half over when the young pair came in, 
flushed with exercise and animation ; Arthur talking fast 
about the covers and the game, and Violet in such high spir- 
its, that she volunteered a history of their trouble with Sky- 
lark, and * some dear' little partridges that could not get out 
of a cart rut.' 

In the afternoon Miss Gardner, * always so interested in 
schools and village children,' begged to be shown * Theodo- 
ra's little scholars,' and walked with her to Brogden, the vil- 
lage 'nearly a mile off. They set off just as the old pony 
was coming to the. door for Violet to have a riding lesson ; 
and on their return, at the end of* two hours, found Arthur 
still leading, letting go, running by the side, laughing, and 
encouraging. 

* Fools' paradise ! ' thought Theodora, as she silently 
mounted the steps. 

' That is a remarkably pretty little hat,' said Miss Gard- 
ner. 

Theodora made a blunt affirmative sound. 

* No doubt she is highly pleased to sport it. The first 
time of wearing anything so becoming must be charming at 
her age. I could envy her.'. 

* Poor old pony ! ' was all Theodora chose to answer. 
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* There, they are leaving oflF,' as Arthur led away the 
pony, and Violet began to ascend the steps, turning her head 
to look after him. 

Miss Gardner came to meet her, asking how she liked 
riding. 

' Oh, so much, thant you.' 

* You are a good scholar ? ' . 

* I hope I shall be. He wants me to ride well. He is 
going to take me into the woods to-morrow.* 

* We have been admiring your hat,* said Miss Gardner. 
* It is exactly what my sister would Hke. Have you any 
objection to tell where you bought it ? ' 

* I'll ask him : he gave it to me.' 

^ Dressing his new doll,' thought Theodora ; but as Vio- 
let had not been personally guilty of the extravagance, she 
thought amends due to her for the injustice, and asked her 
to come into the gardens. 

* Thank you, I should like it ; but will he, will Mr. — will 
Arthur know what has become of me ? ' 

' He saw you jcdn us,' said Theodora, thinking he ought 
to be relieved to have her taken off his hands for a little 
while. 

' Have you seen the gardens ? ' asked Jane. 

' Are not these the gardens ? ' said Violet, surprised, as 
they walked on through the pleasure-ground, and passed a 
screen of trees, and a walk trellised over with roses. 

There spread out before her a sweep of- shaven turf, 
adorned with sparkling jets d^eau, of fantastic forms, gor- 
geous masses of American plants, the flaming or the snowy 
azalea, and the noble rhododendron, in every shade of pur- 
ple cluster among its eveVgreen leaves : beds of rare lilies, 
purely white or brilliant with colour ; roses in their perfec- 
tion of bloom ; flowers of forms she had never figured to 
herself, shaded by wondrous trees ; the exquisite weeping 
deodara, the delicate mimosa, the scaly Himalaya* pines, the 
feathery gigantic ferns of the southern hemisphere. 

Violet stood gazing in a silent trance till Arthur's step 
approached, when she bounded back to him, and clinging to 
his arm exclaimed, so that he alone could hear, ^ Oh, I am 
glad you are come ! It was too like enchanted ground I ' 

* So you like it,' said Arthur, smiling. 

*I did not know there could be anything so beautiful! 
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I thought the pleasure-ground finer than anything — ^so much 
grander than Lord St. Erme's ; but this ! Did you keep it 
to the last to surprise me ? ' 

* I forgot it,' said Arthur, laughing to see her look 
shocked. * It is not in my line. The natives never have 
any sport out of a show -place.' 

* It is Bimply a bore,' said Theodora ; ' a self-sacrifice to 
parade.' 

* To the good of visitors,' replied Miss Gardner, smiling, 
to Violet, who, fearing her own admiration was foolish, was 
grateful to hear her say, ' And in that capacity you will 
allow Mrs. Martindale and me to enjoy.* 

* Did not I bring you to maki the grand tour ? ' said 
Theodora. * Come, prepare to be stifled. Here are all the 
zones up to the equator,' and she led the way into the con- 
servatory. 

Arthur's protection and his satisfaction in Violet's 
pleasure set her at ease to enter into all the wonders and 
beauties ; but he did not know one plant from another, and 
referred all her inquiries to his sister, who answered them 
in a cold matter of fact way that discouraged her from con- 
^ tinning them, and reduced her to listening to the explana- 
tions elicited by Jane Gardner, until a new comer met 
them, thus greeted by Arthur — *• Ah ! here is the authority ! 
Good morning, Harrison. Mrs. Martindale wants to know 
the name of this queer striped thing.' 

He biwed politely, and Violet, as she bent and smiled, 
STq)po8ed they were too familiar for * the handshake,' while 
he went on to name the plant and exhibit its peculiarities. 
Her questions and remarks seemed to please him greatly, 
and while he replied graciously with much curious informa- 
*tion, he cut spray after spray of the choicest flowers and 
bestowed them upon her, so that when the tour was com- 
pleted, and he quitted them, she said, with smiling grati- 
tude, *It is the most exquisite bouquet I ever saw.' 

' A poor thing,' was the proud humility answer, ' but 
honoured by such hands 1 ' 

* Well done, Harrison ! ' ejaculated Arthur, as soon as 
he was out of ear-shot. 

* Who is he ? ' asked Violet, still blushing ; then, as the 
truth dawned on her, * can he be the gardener ? I thought 
him some great botanist allowed to study here.' 

VOL. I.— _3 
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• * Pray tell Miss Piper, Theodora/ said Arthur. ' If it 
goes round to him, Violet will never want for flowers.' 

* It is so exactly what he considers himself,' said Jane. 

' Except his being allowed,' said Arthur. * 'Tis we that 
are there on suflferance.' 

Miss Piper was seen advancing on the same walk, and 
Violet was uncomfortable, dreading to see her treated as an 
inferior ; but to her great satisfaction, Arthur addressed the 
little lady in his cordial manner, and Theodora congratu- 
lated her on being out of doors on this fine evening. 

' Mrs. Nesbit wished me to ask Mr. Harrison for a frond 
of the new Trichomanes,' said Miss Piper. 

* You will find him somewhere near the forcing-house,* 
said Theodora ; * but pray don't hurry in. I am going to 
my aunt's room, and you should go and look at the Japan 
lilies, they are fine enough to make even me admire them.' 
Then running after her to enforce her words, * mind you 
stay out — be quite at rest till dinner time — I have scarcely 
been with my aunt to-day. I am sure a walk will do you 
good.' 

The kind solicitude went deep into the affections of the 
lonely little woman. Violet longed for anything like such 
notice ; then, in a state between wonder, delight, and dis- 
appointment, went to her room to attempt a description of 
the fairy land which she had been visiting, and to enjoy the 
splendour by thinking how much it would gratify her mother 
and sisters tohearof her sharing them. 

Mrs. Nesbit greeted Theodora with exclamations on 
Miss Piper's tardiness, and she explained in the authorita- 
tive way which she alone ventured to use towards her aunt ; 
then, in. a tone of conciliation, spoke of the garden and the 
Deauty of the Japan lilies, 

' Harrison grows too many ; they are losing their rarity, 
and look like a weed.' 

* They are hardy, are they not?' said Theodora, mali- 
ciously. * I shall get some for my school garden.' 

* That is your wav of making everything common, and 
depreciating all that is choice.' 

* No,' said Theodora, * I would have beauty as widely 
enjoyed and as highly appreciated as possible.' 

* And pray, if all privileges are extended to the lower 
classes, what is left to the higher^orders ? ' 
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' Themselves,' said Theodora, proudly. * No, aunt, we 
only lower ourselves by exclusiveness. ' It is degrading to 
ourselves and our tastes to make them badges of vanity. 
Let them be freely partaken, we shall be first still. The 
masses cannot mount higher without raising us.' 

* A levelling theory,' said Mrs. Nesbit. 

* No, exalting. Has Latin and Greek made Harrison a 
gentleman ? Can even dress in better taste make Pauline 
look as much a lady as Miss Piper ? ' 

* There is a good deal in that,' said M^s. Nesbit. * Even 
Lady Elizabeth Brandon cannot hide her good blood, though 
she does her best to do so.' 

* And so does Emma,' said Theodora. 

Foolish girl,' said Mrs. Nesbit, * I would have given 
anything to see her attractive.' 

* Too late now ! ' said Theodora, with a look of repressed 
scorn and triumph. 

* Too late for Arthur j^ replied Mrs. Nesbit, with em- 
phasis. . 

* And you'll never, never succeed in the other quarter ! ' 

* Ybung people always have those fancies. I know what 
you would say, but John is not so young now. It is just 
the time of life when men take a turn. Depend upon i£, 
now he has had his boy's romance, he is not going to play 
the disconsolate lover for the rest of his life. No I that 
girl shall never be Lady Martindale.' ' 

* Well, I shan't dispute,' said Theodora, * but — ' 

* Believe when you see,' said Mrs. Nesbit. 

* And so you mean it to be Emma Brandon,' said Theo- 
dora, with the same sarcastic incredulity. 

* Let me tell you there are things more unlikely. John 
thinks much of Lady Elizabeth, and is just one of the men 
to marry a plain quiet girl, fancying she would be the more 
domestic ; and for yourself, you would find Emma very ac- 
commodating — never in your way.' 

* No indeed,' said Theodora. 

* Nothing could give your mother more pleasure. It is 
more than ever important now. What have you seen of 
Arthur's piece of wax ? ' He seems to have been playing 
with her all day long.' 

* Yes, poor fellow,' said Theodora, sighing. * However, 
it might have been worse. I believe she is an innocent 
child, and very lady-like.' ^ 
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' There is an instance of the effect of yonr dissemination^ 
notions ! This would never have happened if every country 
attorney did not bring up his daughters to pass for ladies ! ' 

* I am glad she is nothing outwardly to be ashamed of.' 

* I had rather that she was than for her to have the 
opportunity of worming herself into favour I Those modest 
airs and her way of peeping up under her eyelashes seem to 
make a great impression,' said Mrs. Nesbit, with a sneer. 

* Really, I think she is simple and shy.' 

Mrs. Nesbit laughed. * You, too I What has she to do 
with shyness ? She has had her lesson ; but you are like 
the rest ! Your mamma actually proposing to take her like- 
ness, but I told her it was not to be thought of. There will 
be plenty to fill her with presumption.' 

* And papa — ^what does he think ? ' said Theodora, who 
was wont to obtain the family politics from her aunt. 

' Oh ! men are sure to be caught by a pretty face, and 
they cannot make enough of her. I thought your father had 
more sense, but since John has had his ear, everything has 
been past my management. I cannot bear to see Arthur's 
cool way — but no wonder. There will be no end to their 
expectations, treated as they are.' 

^ Then papa means to do something for them ? ' 
' I cannot tell. He may do as he pleases. It is no af- 
fair of mine. They cannot touch my property. Your father 
may try how he likes supporting them.' 

* He will then?' 

' He cannot help it after having invited them here.' 
Theodora could no longer bear to hear Arthur thus 
spoken of, and began to read aloud, relieved in some degree 
by finding Arthur was not to suffer poverty. If he had been 
persecuted, she must have taken his part; now she could 
choose her own line. However, the world must not suppose 
that she disapproved of his wife, and she wafl grateful to the 
unmeaning words amiable and lady-like, especially when she 
had to speak to Mr. Wingfield. He observed on the lady's 
beauty, and hoped that the affair was as little unsatisfactory 
as possible under the circumstances, to which she fully 
agreed. They proceeded to parish matters, on which they 
had so much to say to each other, that Violet thus reflected 
— * Ah ! it is just as Mr. Martindale used to sit with me iu 
the window at home ! She is going to give up all her grau- 
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deur for the sake of this good clergyman I How good she 
is ! If she could only like me one little bit.* 

For the present this mattered the less to Violet, as she was 
extremely happy out of doors with her husband, who took up 
her time so exclusively, that she scarcely saw the rest, ex- 
cept at meals an^ in the evening. Then, though less afraid 
of ' solecisms in etiquette,' she made no progress in fami- 
liarity, but each day revealed more plainly how much too 
lowly and ignorant she was to be ever one of tho family. 

Mrs. Nesbit was always formidable and sarcastic, alarm- 
ing her the more because she could not understand her 
irony, though conscious it was levelled against her; Lady 
Martindale always chilling in condescending courtesy, and 
daily displaying more of the acquirements that frightened 
Violet by their number and extent; Theodora always 
gravely and coldly polite and indiflferent. Miss Gardner 
was her great resource. Her pleasant manners and ready 
conversation were universally liked, and more than once she 
dexterously helped Violet out of a state of embarrassment, 
and made a connecting link, through which she ventured to 
talk to the other ladies. 

With the gentlemen. she was happier. Lord Martindale 
was kind in manner, and she improved in the power of 
speaking to him, while John was, as she knew, her best 
friend ; but she saw very little of him, he lived apart from 
the family, often not meeting them till dinner-time, and «he 
began to understand Arthur's surprise at his doings at Win- 
chester, when she found that his usual habits were so soli- 
tary that his father was gratified if he joined him in a ride, 
and his mother esteemed it a favour if he took a turn in the 
garden with her. 

The parish church was so distant that the carriage was 
always used to convey thither the ladies, except Theodora 
who ever since her fourteenth year had made it her custom 
to walk early to the school, and to remain there in the inter- 
val between the services. It was believed that she enjoyed 
a wet Sunday, as an occasion for proving her resolution, 
now so well established that no one thought of remon- 
strance, let the weather be what it might. 

The first Sunday of Violet's visit happened to be show- 
ery, and in the afternoon. Lord Martindale had gone to 
John's room to dissuade him from going to church a second 
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time, when, as the door stood open, they heard Arthur's 
voice in the gallery. 

* Hollo ! you are* not setting out in these torrents ! ' 
• * Do let me, please !' returned the pleading note. 

* Why, the avenue is a river, and you are not a real goose 
yet, you know.' 

* We never did miss church for weather, and it is fur- 
ther off at Wrangerton.' 

' Nobody is going, I tell you. It is not in common 
sense. You are as bad as Theodora, I declare/ 

* I don't mean to be wilful ! ' said she, piteously ; * I 
wont go if you tell me not, but please don't. I have no 
Sunday-book, and nothing to do, and I should feel wrong 
all the week.' 

'To be sure you can't smoke a cigar,' said Arthur, in a 
tone of commiseration ; * So wilful will to water. Now for 
an aquatic excursion ! ' 

Their steps and voices receded, and the father and 
brother looked amused. * A good honest child ! ' * She will 
do something with him after all ; ' and Lord Martindale (for 
Arthur had made too broad an assertion in declaring no one 
was going) followed them down, and showed positively pa- 
ternal solicitude that Violet should be guarded from the 
rain, even sending to Pauline for a cloak of Miss Martin- 
dale's. 

It was early when they reached the village, and Lord 
Martindale, saying he must speak to a workman, took them 
through a pretty garden to a house, the front rooms of which 
were shut up ; they entered by the back door, and found 
themselves in a kitchen, where a couple of labouring people 
were sitting, in church-going trim. While Violet shook off 
the rain, and warmed herself at the fire. Lord Martindale 
spoke to the man ; and then opening a door, called her and 
Arthur to look. 

There were several rooms, without trace of ever having 
been inhabited, and not looking very inviting. The view of 
the park^ which Violet would fain have admired, was one 
gush of rain. . 

* This might be made something of,' said Lord Martin- 
dale. * It was built at the same time as the house. ' There 
was some idea of Mrs. Nesbit's living here ; and of late 
years it has been kept empty for poor John.' 
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He broke off. Violet wondered if it was to oe her 
abode, and whether those empty rooms could ever be as 
pleasant as the parlour at Winchester ; but no more passed, 
and H was time to go into church. 

^fter this, Lord Martindale pressed to have their stay 
prolonged ; which Arthur could not persuade his wife to 
believe a great compliment to her, though she was pleased, 
because he was, and because she hoped it was a sign that 
she was tolerated for his sake. Personally, she could have 
wished that his leave of absence might riot be extended, 
especially when she found that by the end of the next two 
months, it was likely that the regiment would be in London, 
80 that she had seen the last of her dear Winchester lodg- 
ing ; but she had so little selfishness, that she reproached 
herself, even for the moment's wish, that Arthur should not 
remain to be happy at his* own home. 

It was a great loss to her that Miss Gardner was going 
away, leaving her to the unmitigated coldness and politeness 
of the other ladies. She grieved the more when, on the 
last morning, Jane made positive advances of friendship, 
and talked affectionately of meeting in London. 

* My home is with my sister, and we shall be delighted 
to see you. You will be fixed there, no doubt.' 

' Thank you. I cannot tell ; but I shall be so glad to 
see you ! ' 

* And I shall be delighted to introduce you to my sister, 
I know you will be great friends. What a season it will 
be 1 Two such sisters as Mrs. and Miss Martindale making 
their appearance together will be something memorable ! ' 

Violet blushed excessively, and made some inarticulate 
disavowals. She felt it presumption to let her name be 
coupled with Miss Martindale's, and there was a sense of 
something dangerous and wrong in expecting admiration. 

Miss Gardner only smiled encouragingly at her youth- 
fulness. * I will not distress you, though I look forward 
to what I shall hear. I shall feel that I have a right to be 
prdtid of you, from priority of acquaintance.' 

* You are very kind ; but, please, don't talk so. It is 
bad, I know, for me.' * 

* You are very right, I quite agree with you. No doubt 
it is the wisest way ; but so very few feel as you do. I 
wish more were like you, or, indeed, like Theodora, who is 
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positively displeased with me for speaking of her making a 
sensation.' 

* Ob ! of course she does not care,' said Violet. * So 
very good as she is.' 

* Appallingly so, some people say,' returned Jane, with 
a peculiar look ; ' buty I know her well, though she was 
more my sister's friend than mine.' 

* Then you have known her a long time ?' 

* All her life. We used to meet every day in London, 
when she and my sister were two madcaps together, playing 
endless wild pranks. We used to tell her she ruled the 
governesses, and no one could control her — nor can — ^ 

* But she is- very good,' repeated Violet, puzzled, 

* Ah ! she took a setious turn at about fourteen, and 
carried it out in her own peculiar way. She has worked out 
a great deal for herself, without much guidance. She has a 
standard of her own, and she will not acknowledge a duty 
if she does not intend to practise it.' 

* I don't understand,' said Violet * I thought if one 
saw a duty one must try to practise it.' 

* I wish all the world went upon your principles,' said 
Miss Gardner, with a sigh. * I am afraid you will find 
many not half so consistent with their own views as your- 
self, or Theodora.' 

* Oh I of course one must fail,' said Violet. * One can- 
not do half one means ; but Theodora seems 'so strong and 
resolute.' 

* Ay, no one has been able to cope with her, not even 
Mrs. Nesbit ; who, as a kindred spirit, might have had a 
chance ? ' 

^ Mrs. Nesbit has had a great deal to do with her educa- 
tfon?' 

^ I dare say you have found out the real head of the 
family. I see yau are very acute, as well as very guarded.' 

' Oh deal* I I hope I have said nothing I ought not,' 
cried Violet, in a fright. 

' No, indeed, far from it. I was admiring your caution.' 

Violet thought she had done wrong in betraying her 
dislike ; she knew not how ; and trying to ascribe all to 
shyness, said, * It was so strange and new; I have never 
been out till now.' 

* Yes, if you will allow me to say so, I thought you got 
on admirably, considering how trying the situation was.'*- 
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' Oh ! I was very much frightened ; but they are very 
kind — Mr. Martindale especially.' 

' Poor Mr. Martindale I I wish he could recover his 
spirits. He has never held up his head since Miss Fother- 
ingham's death. He is an admirable person ; but it is 
melancholy to see him spending hip life in that lonely 
manner.' 

' It is, indeed. ^ I often wish anything would cheer him V 

* All the family are devoted to him, if that would com- 
fort him. It is the only point where Lady Martindale is 
not led by her aunt, that she almost worships him.' 

* I thought Mrs. Nesbit was fond of him.' 

* Did you ever hear that Percy Fotheringham once said 
of her, ' That woman is b, good hater ? ' She detested the 
Fotheringham family, and Mr. Martindale, for his engage- 
ment. No, he is out of her power, and she cannot endure 
him ; besides, he is a rival authority — his father listens to 
him.' 

* I suppose Mrs. Nesbit is very clever.' 

* She has been one of the cleverest women on earth. 
She formed her niece, made the match, forced her forward 
into the very highest society — never were such delightful 
parties — the best music — every lion to be met with — Lady 
Martindale herself at once a study for beauty, and a diction- 
ary of arts and sciences — Mrs. Nesbit so agreeable. Ah ! 
you cannot judge of her quite ; she is passee, broken, and 
aged, and, poor thing I is querulous at feeling the loss of her 
past powers ; but there used to be a brilliancy and piquancy 
in her conversation, that has become something very different 
now.' 

Violet thought it most prudent only to remark on Lady 
Martindale's varied accomplishments. 

^ She has carried them on much longer than usual. 
People generally give them up when they marry, but she 
has gone on. I am not sure whether it -was the wisest 
course. There is much to be said on both sides. And I 
have sometimes thought Theodora might have been a little 
Jess determined and eccentric, if she had not been left so 
much to governesses, and if her affections had had more 
scope for development.' 

Theodora came in, and Violet blushed guiltily, as if she 
had been talking treason. 

VOL. I. — 3* 
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Miss Gardner's object in life, for the j^^resent, might be 
said to be to pick up amusement, and go about making visits ; 
the grander the people the better, adapting. herself to every 
one, and talking a sort of sensible scandal, with a superior 
air of regret ; obtaining histories at one house to be detailed 
at another, and thus earning the character of being univer- 
sally intimate. The sentiments of the young bride of Mar- 
tindale had been, throughout her visit, matter of curiosity ; 
and even this We-d-tete left them guess work. Theodora's 
were not so difficult of discovery; for, though Jane had 
never been the same favourite with her as her more impetu- 
ous sister, she had, by her agreeable talk and show of sym- 
pathy, broken down much of the hedge of thorns with 
which Theodora guarded her feelings. 

* I have been talking to Mrs. Martindale,' Jane began, 
as they went upstairs together. * She is a graceful young 
thing, and Georgina and I will call on her in London. Of 
course, they will be settled there.' 

* I don't know,' said Theodora. ^ A notion has been 
started of his leaving the Guards, and their coming to live 
at the cottage at Brogden.' 

■ Indeed 1 ' exclaimed Miss Gardner. 

* It is not settled, so don't mention it I doubt how it 
would answer to set Arthur down- with nothing to do.' 

* I doubt, indeed ! I have seen a good deal of families 
living close together.' 

* Nothing shall make me quarrel with* Arthur, or his 
wife. You smile, but it needs no magnanimity to avoid dis- 
putes with anything so meek and gentle.' 

' You can't judge of her ; a girl df sixteen in a house 
full of strangers I Give her a house of her own, and she 
will soon learn that she is somebody. As long as your 
oldest brother is unmarried, she will .expect to be looked 
upon as the wife of the heir. She will take offence, and 
your brother will resent it. ' 

* And there will be discussions about her,' said Theo- 
dora. 

* Depend upon it, 'tis. easier to keep- the peace at a dis- 
tance. Fancy the having to call for her whenever you go 
out to dinner. And oh I imagine the father, mother, and 
half-dozen sisters that will be always staying there.' 

* No, Arthur has not married the whole family, and 
never means them to come near her.' 
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* There are two words to tHat question,' said Miss 
Gardner, smiling. * Quiet as she seems now, poor thing f 
she has a character of her own, I can see, and plenty of dis- 
cernment. To be so guarded, as she is, at her age, shows 
some resolution.' 

* Guarded ! has she been saying anything ? ' 

* No, she is extremely prudent.* 

* Inferring it, then,' exclaimed Theodora. * Well, her 
expectations must be high, if she- is not satisfied ; one com- 
fort is, the Brogden scheme is only John's and papa's. My 
aunt can't bear it, because it seems quite to give up the 
chance of John's marrying.' ' . 

* Well, Georgina and I will do the best we can for her. 
I suppose you wish it to be understood that you approve.' 

* Of course ; you can say everything with truth that the 
world cares for. She is pleasing, and amiable, and all that.' 

* She will be extremely admired.' 

* And her head so much turned as to ruin all the sense 
' there may be in it I I hate the thought of it, and of what 

is to become of Arthur when he wakefs from hia. trance.' 

* He will find that he has a sister,' said Jane, who had 
learnt that this was the secret of consolation ; and, accord* 
ingly, a Softer * Poor Arthur ! ' followed. 

* And will you write, dear Theodora ? ' 

* I don't promise. I hardly ever write letters.' 

* And you will not send your love to poor Georgina ? ' 

* I forgive her for having pained and disappointed me. 
I hope she will be happy, but I am very much afraid she 
has not gone the right way to be so.' 

' Am I to tell her so ? ' 

* I dare say you will, but don't call it my message. If 
she makes' a good use of her means, I shall try to forget the 
way she obtained them.' 

* I only hope, with your notions, that you wiU not get 
into a scrape yourself. I'm a little afraid of that curate ' 

* We both know better,' said Theodora. 

Jane departed, and Violet felt as if she had a friend and 
protector the less. She was sitting forlorn in the great 
drawing-room, waiting for Arthur, who was^ trying horses 
presently Theodora came in, and with something of com 
passion, said, ' I hope you have an entertaining book there.' 

* yes, thank you. La Vie de Philippe Auguste. I 
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like it very much ; it is as. amusing as Philip Augustui 
itself.' 

* James's novel, you mean ? ' 

* Have you read it ? ' 

' His novels are exactly alike,' said Theodora, leaving 
the room, but checked by the thought that it would be 
merciful to take her into her room. * No, nonsense,' said 
second thoughts ; * I shall h^ve nothing but chatter ever 
after, if I establish her coming to me when Arthur is- out ; 
and if this cottage scheme comes to pass, she will be march- 
ing up whenever she has nothing better to do. Give an inch, 
and she will take an ell.' 

She was interrupted by a diffident, hesitating call ; and, 
looking back, as she was mounting the stairs, beheld Violet, 
who changed the appellation into ' Miss Martindale.' 

' Well 1 ' said she, feeling as if her citadel were in jeop- 
ardy. 

* Would you — would you be so very kind as to lend me 
a French dictionary ? ' 

* Certainly ; I'll give you one in a moment,' said Theo- 
dora ; with so little encouragement as would have deterred a 
person bent on gaining the entree. ^Violet stood meekly 
waiting till she brought the book, and received it with 
gratitude disproportionate to the favour conferred. 



CHAPTER V. 

Some heavy bndness hath my lard in hand. 
And I must know it, else he loves me not 

Henry IV. 

Miss Gardner's departure threw the rest of the party more 
together, and Theodora did not hold herself as much aloof 
as before. Indeed she perceived that there were occasions 
when Arthur seemed to be returning to his preference for 
her. She had more conversatioii, and it often fell on sub- 
jects of which the bride had no knowledge, while the sister 
was happy in resuming old habits. Sometimes Violet was 
entertained ; but one day when they were riding, the talk 
was going on eagerly on some subject of which she knew 
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nothing, while they rode faster than she liked, and she fan- 
cied she was insecure in her saddle. Twice she timidly 
called Arthur ; but he was too much absorbed to attend to 
her, without a degree of scream, which she did not feel 
would be justified. Each moment she grew more alarmed 
' and miserable, and though at last, when he perceived that 
she wanted him, he was off his horse in a moment and set 
all to rights, she completely forgot her distress, — the charm 
had been broken, she was no longer his first thought. 

The sensation of loneliness often returned during the 
next few weeks ; there was no real neglect, and she would not 
so have felt it if she had not depended on him alone, and so 
long enjoyed his exclusive attention. His fondness and 
petting were the same, but she perceived that he found in his 
sister a pompanionship of which she did not feel capable. 
But to Theodora herself, whenever she succeeded in engross- 
ing Arthur, it seemed a victory of sisterly affection and 
sense over beauty and frivolity. 

Arthur was anxious to know the family politics, and 
resumed the habit of depending on his sister for gathering 
intelligence from Mrs. Nesbit. On her he bestowed his 
complaints that his father would not see things as he wished, 
and with her talked over his projects. In truth, he could 
not bear to disclose to his wife the footing on wKich he 
stood, — looking on her as a mere child, sure to be satisfied, 
and not requiring to be consulted. 

Theodora gave him tidings of the proposal that he 
should settle in the village, and finding him undecided, 
threw all her weight into the opposite scale. She sincerely 
believed she was consulting his happiness and the harmony 
of the family by speaking of the irksomeness of living there 
with nothing to do, and by assisting him in calculating how 
large an income would be necessary to enable him to keep 
hunters, go from home, &c., without which he declared it 
would be intolerable, and as there was little probability of 
his father allowing him so much, continuing in his profession 
was the only alternative. 

Violet saw them in frequent consult.ation, and once John 
said something to her of his hopes of seeing her at Brogden ; 
then, finding her in ignorance, drew back, but net till he 
had said enough to make her restless at h'^arinp; »o more. 
She would, of course, have preferred living in the covntry ' 



62 HEARTSEASE ; 

but when she figured to herself Arthur always with Theo- 
dora, and herself shut up in the little parlour she had seen 
in the rain, she grew extremely disconsolate. 

One morning, unable to read or sit quiet under these 
anticipations, she went out to dispel them by a turn among 
the flowers, and -a conversation with the peacock. At the 
corner of the lawn she heard Arthur's voice — * Exactly so ; 
two thousand is the very least. Ha, Violet ! ' as he and 
Theodora emerged from a shady alley. 

' Oh ! I did not mean to interrupt you,' said Violet, 
confused ; ^ I only came out for some fresh air.' 

* Unbonneted, too ; do you want to get roasted brown ? ' 
said Arthur. 

' I never am burnt,' said Violet ; * but I will not be in 
your way, J'U go.' 

* Nonsense,' said he, drawing her arm into his. ' Come 
in good time,' and he yawned, tired of the discussion. * Ha, 
Mr. Peacock, are you there ? ' 

*He always follows me,' said Violet. * Miss Piper 
showed me where his food is kept, and I can almost get 
him to eat out of my hand.' 

Theodora walked off, thinking there was an end of her 
brother's sense, and Violet looked after her rather sadly, 
thinking, while exhibiting to Arthur her friendship with 
the peacock, * he consults her, he only plays with me. Per- 
haps it is all I am good for ; but I wish we were at Win- 
chester.' 

As Theodora went upstairs, she saw her eldest brother 
@ta%ding at the south window of the gallery. He called to. 
her, saying, * Here's a pretty picture, Theodora.' 

In front of the sparkling crystal arches of the fountain 
stood Violet, bending forward, and holding out her handful 
of gr^in to invite the beautiful bird, which now advanced, 
now withdrew its rich blue neck, as in condescension, then 
raised its crested head in sudden alarm, its train sweeping 
the ground in royal splendour. ^ Arthur, no unpicturesque 
figure in his loose brown coat, stood by, leaning against the 
stand of one of the vases of plants, whose rich wreaths of 
brightly coloured blossi:>ms hung down, making a setting for 
the group ; and while Violet by her blandishments invited 
the peacock to approach, he now and then, with smiling sly- 
ness, made thrusts at it with her parasol, or excited Skylark 
to approach. 
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* A pretty scene, is it not ? ' said John. 

' Like a Sevres china cup,' Theodora could not help 
saying. 

* FountaiuNand peacock, and parasol for shepherd's crook, 
forming a French Arcadia,' said John, smiling. * I suppose 
it would hardly make a picture. It is too bright.' 

Theodora only answered by a sigh, and was turning 
away, when John added, ' I am glad she has him at last, 
I was afraid she had a long solitary morning while you were 
out with him. I saw you walking up and down so long.' 

* He was talking bver his plans,' said Theodora, with an 
assumption of sullen dignity. 

* I have been wishing to speak to you about that very ^ 
thing,' said John. ' I think you may be in danger of put- 
ting yourself between him and his wife.' 

It was a new thing to her to hear that this was a danger ; 
but, in an offended manner, she replied, * I can hardly be 
accused of that. He ceases all rational talk about his most 
important concerns to go to child's play with her.' 
^ But why keep her out of the rational talk ? '• 
' That is his concern. He knows what she is capable of, 
I suppose.' 

* I doubt whether he does,' said John ; * but I don't 
want to interfere with his behaviour, only to give you a 
caution. It is natural that 'you should wish to have him 
what he was before. I know his marriage was a great blow 
to you.' 

' I knew he would marry,' said Theodora coldly ; for 
she could not bear compassion. ' It is the common course 
of things.' 

* And that the wife should be first.' • 

* Of course.' 

' Then would it not be better to bear that in mind, and 
make up your mind to it, rather than try to absorb his con- 
fidence ? ' 

* He is not bound to consult no one but that child. You 
would not drive him back to her if he came to you for ad- 
vice.' 

' I should not pass her over ; I should assume that her 
opinion was to be respected.' 

* I can't be untrue.' 

* Then try to make it valuable.' 
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* He wants no help of toine to make him fond of her ! 
cried Theodora. * Does not he dote on her, and make him* 
self quite foolish about her complexion and her dress ? ' 

' That is a different thing. She cannot be always a toy; 
and if you want to do the most inestimable service to Ar- 
thur, it would be by raising her.' 

' Trying to educate a married sister-in-law ! No, thank 
you ! ' • 

* I don't see what is to become of them,' said John, 
sadly. * He will be always under some influence or other ; 
and a sensible wife might do everything for him.' JSut she 
is a child ; and he is not the man to form her character. He 
would have spoilt her already if she did not take his admira- 
tion for mere affection ; and just at the age when girls are 
most carefully watched, she is turned out into the world 
without a guide ! If he ceases to be happy with her, what 
is before them ? You think he will fall back on you ; but I 
tell you he will not. If you once loosen the tie of home, 
and he seeks solace elsewhere, <it will be in the pursuits that 
have done him harm enough already.' 

* He has given up his race-horses,' said Theodora. 

The luncheon bell interrupted them ; but as they were 
going down, John added, ' I hope I have said nothing to 
vex you. Indeed, Theodora, I feel much for your loss.' 

* I am not vexed,' was her haughty reply, little guessing 
bow, m her pursuit of the brother who had escaped her, she 
was, repelling and slighting one who would gladly have 
turned to her for sisterly friendship. His spirits were in 
that state of revival when a mutual alliance would have 
greatly added to the enjoyment of both ; but Theodora had 
no idea of even the possibility of being on such tej-ms. He 
seemed like one of an elder generation — hardly the same 
relation as Arthur. 

^ So Lady Elizabeth comes,' said Lady Martindale, as 
they entered the room. 

* Is she coming to stay here ? ' asked John. 

* Yes ; did you not hear that we have asked her to come 
to us for the Whitford ball ? ' 

' Gh, are we in for the Whitford ball ? ' said Theodora, 
in a tone of disgust that checked the delighted look on 
Violet's face. 

' Yes, my dear ; your papa wishes us to go.' 
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* What a bore ! ' exclaimed Theodora. 

* Yes,' sighed Lady Martindale : * but your papa thinks 
it right.' 

* A necessary evil — eh, Violet ? ' said Arthur. 

' I hope you don't mind it ? ' said Violet, looking anx- 
iously at him, 

* Ah, you will enjoy it,' said her ladyship, graciously 
regarding her-foUy. 

* Oh, yes, thank you,' said Violet, eagerly. 

* Have you been to many balls ? ' 

Only to one ; ' and she blushed deeply, and cast down 
her eyes, 

* And so the Brandons are coming to stay I For how long, 
jaa^ma ? ' proceeded Theodora. 

* From Wednesday to Saturday,' said Lady Martindale. 
* I have been writing cards for a dinner-party for Wednes- 
day ; and your father says there are some calls that must be 
returned ; and so, my dear, will you be ready by three ? ' 

* You don't mean me, mamma ? ' said Theodora, as nobody 
answered. 

' No ; you are a resolute rebel against morning visits. 
You have no engagement for this afternoon, my dear? ' 

Violet started, saying, * I beg y6ur pardon ; I did not 
know you meant me. Oh, thank you ! I am very much 
obliged.' 

* I suppose you will not go with us, Arthur ? ' 

He looked as if he did not like it, but caught a beseech- 
ing glance from his wife, and was beginning to consent, when 
Theodora exclaimed, * Oh, Arthur, don't ; it will be such a 
famous opportunity for that ride.' 

* Very well ; you know where my cards are, Violet ? ' 

^ Yes,' she answered submissively, though much disap- 
pointed, and in dread of the drive and of the strangers. 

* Really, I think you had better go, Arthur,' said John, 
greatly displeased at Theodora's tone. * It is the sort of 
occasion for doing things regularly.' 

^ Indeed, I think so,' said Lady Martindale ; ' I wish 
Arthur would go with us this once. I doubt if it will be 
taken well if he does not.' 

* You will find no one at home. His going wont make a 
bit of difference,' said Theodora, who now regarded keeping 
him as a matter of power. 
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Surely your ride might wait,' said her mother. 

* No, it wont, mamma. It is to see that old man, Mary's 
father.' 

' What Mary, my dear ? ' . 

* The scullery -maid. I want to speak to him about her 
confirmation; and the onlyway is over Whitford Down — all 
manner of leaping-places, so ^e must go without Violet.' 

Violet feared there was little hope for hel', for Arthur 
looked much invited by the leaping-places ; but John made 
another effort in her favour, and a great one for him. 

' Suppose you accept of me for your escort, Theodora? ' 

Every one looked astonished, Lady Martindale positively 
aghast. 

' Were you ever on Whitford Down, John ? ' said Arthur. 
Why, yes, — in old times ; I^know the place, I believe.' 

* You talk of knowing it, who never hunted ! ' said 
Arthur. * No, no : you are a great traveller, John ; but you 
don't know the one-horse track on Whitford Down that does 
not lead into a bog — ' 

* Theodora does, I dare say.' 

' Yes, I know it ; but it is too far for you, John, thank 
you, and not at all what would suit you. I must give it up, 
if Arthur prefers playing the disconsolate part of a gentle- 
man at a morning call.' 

* Do you really dislike going without me ? ' asked 
Arthur, and of course nothing was left for Violet to say but, 
* 0, thank you, pray don't stay with me. Indeed, I had 
much rather you had your ride.' 

* You are sure ? ' 

* O yes, quite. I shall do very well,' and she smiled, and 
tried to make a show of ease and confidence in his mother by 
looking towards her, and asking upon whom they were to 
call. 

Jjady Martindale mentioned several, ladies who had left 
their cards for Mrs. Arthur Martindale, adding that perhaps 
it would be better to leave a card at Rickworth Priory. 

' Is that where Lady Elizabeth Brandon lives ? ' asked 
Violet. . ' 

' Yes,' said Lady Martindale. * It belongs to her 
daughter. Lady Elizabeth is a highly excellent per«on, for 
whom Lord Martindale has a great regard, and Miss Bran- 
don is one of Theodora's oldest friends.' . 
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* Hum ! ' said Theodora. 

' My dear, she is a very nice amiable girl — just your own 
age, and admirably brought up.' 

* Granted,' said Theodora. 

^ I cannot see that Emma Brandon wants anything but 
style and confidence,' proceeded Lady Martindale, 'and that 
I believe to be entirely poor Lady Elizabeth's fault for keep- 
ing her so much in retirement. That German finishing 
governess, Miss Ohnglaube, whom we were so sorry to lose, 
would have been the person to teach her a little freedom and 
readiness of manner. I wish we could have kept her a little 
longer.' 

* I told Lady Elizabeth about her,' said Theodora ; but 
Lady Martindale, without hearing, said she must go to her 
aunt, and renewing injunctions to Violet to be ready by three 
left the room. 

* You did not astonish her weak mind with the ghost 
story ? ' said Arthur. 

* With its cause.' 

* You would not have thought, Violet,' continued Ar- 
thur, * that we had a ghost in the north wing.' 

' What was it ? ' said Violet. * You don't mean really ! ' 
' Only a Turk's-head broom, with phosphorus eyes, and a 
sheet round the handle,' said Theodora. ' It had a grand 
effect when Arthur stood on the second landing-place, and 
raised it above the balusters — a sort of bodilessness rising 
from vacancy.' 

* Didn't she faint ? ' said Arthur. 

* No, I was afraid she would, and then it would have 
been all over with us ; but I dragged her safe into the school- 
room, and there she was so hysterical that I nearly re- 
lented.' 

* Then was it all in play ? ' said Violet. 

* In earnest,' said Arthur. * It was the only way of get- 
ting quit of mademoiselle.' 

* That lady who used to talk metaphysics and sing ? ' said 
John. ' I remember the lamentations at her not choosing 
to remain. Why was she victimised ? ' 

* There was no help for it,' said Theodora. * She consid- 
ered the book of Genesis as & sehr sckOne mytkische Ge- 
sckickte, and called the Patriarchs the Hebrew Avatars.' 

* Theodora ! Ymx don't mean it 1 ' exclaimed John. 
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* I do, but I had my revenge, for, after the Turk's-head 
adventure, she never slept without my Bible under her pil- 
low. If by broad daylight she would have renounced the 
Avatar theory, I really would have forgiven her, for she was 
very good-natured, and she admired * the high Roman fash- 
ion ' so much, I was half afraid she might follow it herself, 
if we tormented her much more.' 

* But why keep it to yourself ? I can hardly believe it 
possible ! Why play these tricks instead of telling all ? ' 

' I did tell aunt Nesbit, but Miss Ohnglaube was always 
reading Jean Paul with her and mamma ; thev were in rap- 
tures with her, and my aunt only said I was too well instruct- 
ed to be misled. ' 

* How old were you ? * 

* About fifteen.' 

' It is beyond belief. Why could yoa not tell my father ? ' 
said John. 

* I hardly saw him — I never spoke to him.' 
' Was not I at home ? ' 

' Yes, shut up in your room. I never thought of speak- 
ing to you. All I could do was to be as restive as possible, 
and when she did not care for that, there was nothing for it 
but playing on her. German superstition. So Arthur told 
her some awful stories about whipping blacks to death, and 
(Jeclared West Indian families were very apt to be haunted ; 
but that it was a subject never to be mentioned to mamma 
nor my aunt.^ 

* And having paved the way, we treated her to the Turk's- 
head,' concluded Arthur ; * I would do it again to hear her 
sigh and scream, and see Theodora acting as coolly as if she 
was in daily intercourse with the defunct nigger. If made- 
moiselle had not been frightened out of her senses, her self- 
possession would have betrayed us.' 

* I could not act fright,' said Theodora. 

* And this was the best plan you could devise for getting 
rid of an infidel governess ! ' said John. 

And as they dispersed, he stood looking after his sister, 
thinking that there was more excuse for her inconsistencies 
than he had yet afforded her, and that, in fact, she deserved 
credit for being what she was. His aunt had done even 
more harm than the ruin of his happiness. 

Theodora triumphed, and carried A»thur off, but VV^let 
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found the reality of the expedition less formidahle than the 
anticipation. She knew her mother would have enjoyed see- 
ing hv well dressed, and setting forth in that style ; the 
drive Tt-as agreeable, and Lady Martindale kind and gracious. 
Alone with \ier, she lost much of her dread, and fell better 
acquainted , but all froze up into coldness when they came 
home. 

The ladies at Eickworth had not been at home ; and as 
they did not airive on the Wednesday till Violet had gone 
to dress, she had time to frighten herself by imagining an 
heiress on the pattern of Lady Martindale, and an earPs 
daughter proportionably unapproachable. Her trepidation 
was increased by Arthur's not coming in, though she heard 
guests arriving, and when at last he appeared, it was so 
late, that he desired her to go down and say he was ' just 
ready.' 

It was a serious thing to encounter alone that great 
saloon full of strangers, and with cheeks of the brightest 
carnation, Violet glided in, and after delivering her message 
to Lord Martindale, was glad to find herself safely seated 
on an ottoman, whence she looked for the chief guests. In 
the distance, beside Lady Martindale, sat a quiet elderly 
lady in black ; Theodora was paying a sort of scornful half- 
attention to a fine showy girl, who was talking rather affect- 
edly ; and, thought Violet, no one but an heiress could wear 
so many bracelets. 

Her survey completed, she became conscious that a small 
fair-haired, pale girl was sitting n^ar her, looking so piteously 
shy and uncomfortable, that she felt bound to try and set her 
at ease, and ventured an observation on the weather. It was 
responded to, and something about the harvest followed ; 
then, how pretty the country, and, thereupon, Violet said it 
only wanted mountains to be beautiful. 

*• Ah 1 when one has once seen a mountain one cannot 
forget it.' 

' Never I ' said Violet. " I miss Helvellyn every morn- 
ing when I look out of the window.' 

* Do you know the Lake country ? ' said the young lady. 
*'My home — my old home — is within sight of the West- 
moreland hills. Have you been there ? ' 

* Mamma and I once spent a month there, and enjoyed 
it exceedingly.' 
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** Oh ! and did you go up Helvellyn 7 ' 

* Yes, that we did, in spite of the showers; and what a 
view we had ! ' 

They were surprised to find that dinner had been an- 
nounced. Violet was placed next to Mr. Martindale, and 
was able to ask the name of her new acquaintance. 

* Miss Brandon, you mean.' 

* no, not Miss Brandon, but that light pale girl in the 
lilac worked muslin, who was talking to me,' 

* I saw you talking to Miss Brandon.' 

*. Could it be? She looked all astray and frightened, 
like me ! ' 

' That description answers to Emma Brandon,' said John, 
smiling. 

* Who would have thought it I I should never have 
begun talking to her if I had guessed who she was. I only 
did it because she looked so uncomfortable. I hope it was 
not being forward.' 

* Not in the least. You know you are at home here, — it . 
was a great kindness.' 

* Do you like her ? ' said Violet. 

^ I believe she is a very good kind of girl, and her 
mother is one of our oldest friends. They are very excel- 
lent sensible people, and do a great deal of good in their 
own parish.' 

* And only think ! she has been in Westmoreland ! She 
has seen Helvellyn ! ' 

Violet was the only person who ever spoke to John in 
that hearty confidence of sympathy in rejoicing ; and * quite 
refreshed by her bright looks, he led her into a history of an 
ascent of Helvellyn, which had, until this spring, been the 
great event of her life. 

On coming into the drawing-room, Miss Brandon shrank 
up to her mother's side. Violet wished she had a mother 
to protect her ; and not daring to place herself among the 
great ladies, stood in the group of younger ones, with whom 
Theodora was keeping up a cold formal converse. Country 
neighbours thought much of being asked to Martindale ; 
but the parties there were of the grandest and stiffest. 
Moreover, every one had to give their friends a description 
of the bride ; and the young ladies were more inclined to 
study her appearance than to find conversation, regarding 
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her as an object of curiosity, as well as with some of their 
general dread of the house of Martindale. 

After an awkward ten minutes, Lady Martindale came 
towards her, and said, * My dear, Lady Elizabeth Brandon 
wishes to be introduced \o you.' 

* To me P and Violet followed her, blushed and bent, 
then found her hand cordially shaken, and a most comfort- 
able voice addressing her. Room was made for her on the 
sofa, between Lady Elizabeth and her daughter, and she 
was supremely happy in talking about her own dear lake 
country. Arthur smiled, and looked well-pleased to see her 
in such company ; and Mr. Martindale came and talked to 
Lady Elizabeth all the evening. 

Violet expected Theodora to monopolize Miss Brandon 
the next morning, but Theodora had reasons of her own 
for not breaking her habit of spending the morning in her 
own occupations. She knew Lady Elizabeth to be perfectly 
guiltless of manoeuvring ; but from the time she had become> 
conscious of Mrs. Nesbit's designs on Rickworth, first for 
Arthur and now fox John, it had been her decided purpose 
to give no colour for throwing the heiress in their way by 
any friendship of hers ; and as she considered Emma one 
of the dullest and most silly girls of her acquaintance, it 
was very pleasant to be justified in neglecting her. 

The oflBce of companionship to the younger "Visitor fell 
to Mrs. Martindale. She showed off the peacock, and they 
wandered happily in the gardens, most amiably received by 
Mr. Harrison, who delighted in displaying his treasures, and 
almost overwhelmed Violet with his graciousness when she 
shyly asked if he could spare her a few of his white roses 
for her .hair. 

Miss Brandon groaned and sighed about the ball, de- 
claring it her detestation ; she should be tired to death ; 
she hated dancing, and above all there was the nuisance of 
dressing. 

* Oh ! I am sorry you don't like it,' said Violet ; * but 
that is the way with all sensible people.' 

' No ; mamma says it is not being sensible, but because 
I don't dance well, and she wishes I did.' 

* I am glad of that. My mamma does not think it 
foolish.' 

* Do you like d'incing, then ?' 
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' That I do,' cried Violet, making a few steps, * I only 
wish I might dance with him still I ' 

T^his was the only difference of opinion — on school- 
teaching books — heroes, historical and fictitious-^-on the 
Bridal of Triermain — and Wordswqrth's Waggoner^ their 
sentiments accorded exactly. Perhaps Emma's mind was 
the more formed and cultivated, but Violet's was the more 
discerning and diffident in judgment. 

Emma took the first opportunity of pouring out to her 
mother a . perfect rapture about Mrs. Martindale, dwelling 
on her right views, and all that showed she had been well 
brought up. 

' She is a sweet-looking creature,' said Lady Elizabeth,^ 
* and I do hope she is all she seems. Lord Martindale has 
been telling me how entirely the mafriage was her father's 
doing, and that she was perfectly ignorant and innocent, 
poor thing.' 

* She looks as if she could never do anything wrong. 
Mamma, I hardly know whether you would like me to make 
friends with her, but I could not help it, and she said such 
nice things that I knew you would like her. I never could 
get on with any one before, you know, but, from the moment 
she came blushing in, and spoke to me in that sweet low 
voice, I felt as if I must be fon^ of her — before I made 
out who she was — and even then I could not like her less.' 

* She is so unaffected and unassuming I ' said Lady Eli- 
zabeth. * I little expected Arthur Martindale's marriage' to 
have turned out so well.' 

^ I don't wonder at his falling in love at first sight ! I 
don't see how he could help it. I am sure I should ! ' ' 

* I think you have,' said Lady Elizabeth, smiling. 

* Wasn't it charming, mamma ? Theodora nevfer came 
near us all the morning, and very soon got. out of my way in 
the afternoon, so we were so comfortable ! ' 

^ Take care what you say about her, my dear.' 

* 0, yes. We never spoke of her at all. I wonder what 
Mrs. Martindale does here 1 It is a dreadful place, and they 
are all one more stately than the other.' 

* Not the sons.' 

* Oh I poor Mr. Martindale is worse than stately. 
There's something in that gentle melancholy tone of his 
that is so different from other people — and he looks so re- 
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fined and tbouglitfal. He frightens me more than any of 
them ! ' 

* I, hope he is in rather better spirits. 1 have had a good 
deal of talk with him this evening. Indeed, his father told 
me he had been roused by all this affair about his brother. 
But, Emma, my dear, you have, not rung all this time ! Here 
am I almost dressed. I shall have to fulfil my threat, and 
leave you to come down alone.' 

It had to be fulfilled. Emma leffc insufficient time for 
her maid to try to set out her soft light scanty hair, to make 
her satin and gauze look anything but limp and flabby, and 
rto put on her jewels, in the vain hope of their making her 
seem well dressed. Whatever was ordained for her to wear, 
Emma always looked exactly the same. She opened her 
door at the same moment as Violet advanced into the gal- 
lery, her tall taper figure arrayed in bridal lace, not much 
whiter than her long neck and rounded arms, a wreath of 
roses around her dark tresses, brilliant flowers in her hand, 
her soft eyes bright with pleasure, and her beauteous com- 
plexion deepened by bashfulness. 

Emma could not repress her delight. * Oh I ' she ex- 
claimed, * you can't think how beautiful' you are I * 

* Isn't she ? ' said a proud, playful voice. ' Thank 
you 1 ' but seeing Emma disconcerted, Arthur hastened 
down stairs. 

* 0, 1 didn't know he was there ! ' 

* Never * mind ! ' said Violet, among her blushes, * I'm 
glad he was. He liked it.' 

' I could not help it,' said Emma. ' You are so like a 
story I I can hardly believe you are real ! ' 

Violet felt familiar enough to prove herself substantial 
by a playful pinch. * But look here ! See what I found on 
my table.' 

* One of those serpent bracelets. It is very pretty I ' 

* Was not it kind of Lord Martindale ? ' 

* You have to thank him for it ! Oh ! dreadful ! ' 

' I don't mind speaking to him. It is so kind. . ' Mrs. 
A. Martindale, from her affectionate father,' the direction 
said. Oh 1 it is so very, very pleasant that he should be so 
kind to me. Is not it a beautiful creature. Look at its 
scales and its crown and eyes. Arthur says they are sap- 
phires.' 

VOL. I. — 4 
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* Yes, I never saw a prettier one.' 

^ I wish Annette could see it, and all at home. Is it not 
like a creature in a fairy .tale ? ' 

* Like Zelinda's singing serpents ? ' 

' Just like them. Do you know, I sometimes think I 
have got into a fairy tale. Everything is so beautiful and 
80 bewildering, and unlike what I fancied.' 

* Because, you are so like a fairy princess yourself. Are 
you sure you have not a talisman ring ? ' 

* I think I have,* and Violet pulled off her glove. * There 
— that forget-me-not — the first ring I ever had. From the 
day he gave me that, it has all been so strange^ that now and 
then I have been almost afraid to awake, for fear it should 
not be true. But may I look at that diamond butterfly of 
yours 7 It shines as 'if it would flash in the dark.' 

^ Never mind mine. Stupid things that came as heir- 
looms, and have no pleasure belonging to them. The only 
thing I do care for is this' — and she drew out a locket from 
within her dress. ' There, that is my Other's hair, and 
that is my little brother's. They both died before I can re- 
member, and there is dear mamma's nice pepper-and-salt 
lock round them. 

Theodora swept by in black lace, her coronal of hair 
wreathed with large pearls, and her lofty air like the Tragic 
Muse. 

* Comparing ornaments ! Worthy of such a friendship,' 
thought she, as she held back, and made them go down 
before her, Emma glad to hold by Violet's arm for pro- 
tection. 

Mrs. Nesbit was in the drawing-room talking to Lady 
Elizabeth, and with her keen piercing eyes watching John, 
who was reading the newspaper by the table. She was 
pleased to see him lay it aside, look up, and smile, as the 
two friends entered, but she could have beaten them both, 
the one for her insignificance', and the other for her radiant 
loveliness, and she was still further provoked to see Miss 
Brandon sit down as near her mother as possible while Vio- 
let went up to him to show him her bracelet. She stood by 
him for some little time while he was examining and praising 
it, and congratulating her on the choice bouquet that Harri- 
son had bestowed on her, but surprised to see her eyes cast 
pensively down, and a grave look on that fair young face. 



OB) THE brother's WIFE. ?d 

He little suspected that she was saddened by the contrast 
between her joys and his sorrow and ill health, and thought 
it unkind to speak of her delight to one so far removed 
from it. 

Theodora began to indulge in a hearty grumbling. 

* Well, my dear,' said Mrs. Nesbit, * you will only show 
yourselves there, and go home. Miss Brandon is not more 
inclined to Whitford balls than you are.' 

* No, I am rather surprised at having dragged Emma so 
far,' said Lady Elizabeth. * I hope they will both find it 
turn out better than they expect. You must teach them,' 
and she looked smilingly at Violet. 

Mrs. Nesbit was extremely annoyed at the quantity of 
notice Violet had lately received, and was the more resolved 
to put her down. * No one can expect them to like country 
balls,' she said. ' One attends them as a duty, for the sak^ 
of the neighbourhood ; but as to pleasure in them, that is 
only for the young ladies of the place on the Ibok-ojit for 
the military.' 

She had fulfilled her purpose of making every one un- 
comfortable, except, one — namely, Violet. John looked at 
her, and perceived she was too innocent and clear in con- 
science to understand or appropriate the taunt, so he thought 
it better to leave the field open to Lady Elizabeth's calm 
reply, ' Well, I used to enjoy country balls very much in my 
time!' 

Arthur evaporated his irritation by shaking his foot, 
and murmuring, not so low but that his sister heard it, 
* Old hag!' . 

Lord and Lady Martindale came in together, and Vio- 
let's blushing gratitude was so pretty and bright that it 
made Lord Martindale smile, and silence it by a kiss, 
which perhaps surprised and gratified her more than the 
bracelet did. 

Lady Elizabeth begged to have her in her carriage ; 
and growing intimate in the sociable darkness, she found 
out that the mother was as loveable as the daughter, and 
was as much at home with them as if she had known them 
for years. 

The evening exceeded even Violet's anticipations, though 
her one former ball had been such as could never be* equalled. " 
Lord Martindale wished every one to know how entirely ho 
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accepted bis new daughter, so he gave his arm to her, and 
presented her to the principal ladies, while she felt herself 
followed by her husband's encouraging and exulting eye. It 
certainly was a very different thing to go into society as 
. Miss Violet Moss or as Mrs. Arthur Martindale, and there 
was a start of fear as the thought crossed her — ^was-her 
pleasure pride and vanity ? 

She was chiefly sorry that she could not see Miss Bran- 
don enjoy herself,— =all that could be extracted from her by 
the most animated appeal, was a resigned smile, and a little 
quizzing of some of the sillier young ladies. She professed, 
however, that she had never disliked any ball so little, since 
she had the pleasure of watching Mrs. Martindale, hearing 
how universally she was acknowledged to be the prettiest 
person- present, and telling Arthur all that was said of her. 

Miss Brandon and Arthur had for some years past kept 
at a respectful distance, each in dread of designs of the 
other, but now they were fast resuming the childish famil- 
iarity of tone of the ancient times, when the rough but good- 
natured, gentleman-like boy had been a companion much 
preferred to the determined, domineering girl. They danced 
a quadrille ; talked a great deal of Violet. Emma began to 
think much better of his 'capacity. 

As to Theodora, she was talking, laughing, dancing, 
and appearing so full of spirits, that Violet could not help 
venturing a remark, that she surely liked it better, than she 
expected. 

* Not at all,' was the answer ; ' but if one is to make 
oneself absurd, it is as well not to ^o so by halves.' 

So far was she from doing so by halves, that when her 
mother was ready to go home, she was engaged so many deep, 
that it was settled she should be left with Arthur and 
Violet. She danced indefatigably till morning shone into 
the room, and was handed into the carriage by a gentleman 
who, it was the private opinion of her young chaperone, had, 
like Arthur, fallen in love at first sight. Poor man ! it was 
a pity he could not know about Mr. Wingfield ; or she could 
almost suppose that Theodora did not care so much for Mr, 
Wingfield, after all. 

The drive home was very amusing. Violet was so 
ti»ed, that it was a trouble to speak ; but she liked to hear 
t)>e brother and sister discuss the ball, and laugh over 
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the people ; and leant back in her corner so comfortably, 
that she only dreaded the moment of rousing herself to walls 
upstairs. 

Theodora never stopped talking all the way, sprung 
nimbly out of the carriage, ran up the steps, and admired 
the morning sky ; and Violet believed she did not go to bed 
at all, for it se,emed a very short time before the distant 
notes of the singing class were heard ; yet she looked as fresh 
and blooming as ever when they met at breakfast, and did 
not flag in any of her usual employments. 

The other ladies were capable of nothing but loitering ; 
and it was a day for making great advances in intimacy. 
Most delightful was that first friendship, as they wandered 
arm in arm, talked gravely or gaily, and entered more and 
more into each other's minds. Theodora held aloof, despis- 
ing their girlish, caressing ways, and regarding the intimacy 
with the less toleration because it was likely to serve as a 
pretext to Mrs. Nesbit for promoting her views for John ; 
and though the fewest words possible had passed between 
him and Miss Brandon, she found that' Mrs. Nesbit was 
building hopes on the satisfaction he showed in conversing 
with Lady Elizabeth. The visit ended with a warm invita- 
tion to Mr. and Mrs. Arthur Martindale, to come and stay 
at Rickworth before they left the country. 



CHAPTER VI. 



Is it that they baye a fear 
Of the dreary season near, 
Or that other pleasures bo 
Sweeter even than gaiety? 
Wr 
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Were they to leave the country ? This was still under 
consideration. The next fortnight made ^ome difference in 
Theodora's wishes respecting Brogden Cottage. Violet, 
becoming less timid, ventured to show that she took interest 
in poor people ; and Theodora was pleased by finding her 
able to teach at school, and to remember the names of the 
children. Especially her sweet looks and signs gained the 
heart of little Charlie Lay ton, the dumb boy at the lodge — 
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'the creature on whom Theodora bestowed the irost time and 
thought. And, on her bagging to be shown the dumb al- 
phabet, as the two sisters crossed fingers, they became, for 
one evening, almost intimate. 

Theodora began to think of her as not only harmless, 
but likely to be useful in the parish; and could afford to 
let Arthur have her for a plaything, since he made herself 
his confidante. She withdrew her opposition ; but it was 
toQ late. Arthur had declared that he could not live there 
without 2500/. a-year, and this his father neither could nor 
would give him. The expense of building the house, and 
the keeping up of such a garden and establishment, did not 
leave too much available of the wealth Lady Martindale 
had brought, nor was the West Indian property in a pros- 
perous state ; the demand was preposterous ; and Theodora 
found herself obliged to defend poor Violet, who, her aunt 
declared, must have instigated it in consequence of tfce 
notice lavished upon her ; while, as Theodora averred with 
far more truth, * it was as much as the. poor thing did to 
know the differetfce between a ten-pound note and a ^Ye.^ 
Twelve hundred pounds a-year, and the rent of a house in 
London, was what his elder brother would have married 
upon ; and this, chiefly by John's influence, was fixed as the 
allowance, in addition to his pay ; and as his promotion was 
now purchased for him, he had far more than he had any 
right to expect, though he did not seem to think so, and 
grumbled to Theodora about the expense of the garden, as 
if it was consuming his patrimony. 

How the income would hold out, between his careless- 
ness and her inexperience, was a question over which his 
father sighed, and gave good advice, which Arthur heard 
with the same sleepy, civil air of attention, as had served 
him under the infliction many times before. 

John gave only one piece of advice, namely, that he 
should consign a fixed sum for household expenses into his 
wife's hands ; so that he might not be subject to continued 
applications. 

On this he acted; and subtracting for himself, wine, 
men, and horses, the full amount of his bachelor income, he, 
for the first time, communicated to Violet the result of the 
various consultations. 

* So the upshot of it all is, that we are to have a house 
W)mewher6 in Belgravia,' he' began. 
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' That is near Lord Martindale's London house, is it 
not?' 

* Yes ; you will be in the way of all that is going on.' 

* Do we go there next month ? ' 
' I suppose so.' 

* Oh ! I am glad.' 

* Are you ? I thought you liked being here.' 

* Yes, yes, of course, that I do ; but it will be so plea- 
sant to be at home, and to have you all* to myself.' Sho 
repented, the next moment, as if it had been a complaint ; 
but he was gratified, and called her a little monopolist. 

' Oh, I don't mean to be troublesome to you,' said she, 
earnestly ; * I shall have so much more to do in our own 
house, that I shall not miss you so much when you are out ; 
besides, we can have Annette to stay with us.' 

i We'll see about that. But look here,' laying a paper 
with some figures before her ; ' that's all my father leaves me 
for you to keep house with. I put it into your hands, and 
you must do the best you can with it.' 

' You don't mean to put all that into my hands ! ' ex- 
claimed Violet, in alarm. * What a sum I ' 

* You wont think so by the end of the year ; but mind, 
this must do; it will be no use to come to me for more.' 

'Then is it little? ' asked Violet. 

* See what you think of it by and by ; you wont find it 
such an easy thing to make both ends meet.' 

* I will write and ask mamma to tell me how to manage.' 
' Indeed,' said Arthur, with sharpness such as she had 

never seen in him before, ' I beg ybu will not I wont have 
my affairs the town talk of Wrangerton.' But seeing her 
look frightened, and ready to cry, he softened instantly, and 
said affectionately, * No, no, Violet, we must keep our con- 
cerns to ourselves. I don't want to serve for the entertain- 
ment of Matilda's particular friends.' 

* Mamma wouldn't tell — ' 

* I'll trust no house of seven women.' 

' But how am I to know how to manage ? * 
' Never mind; you'll get on. It comes as naturally to 
women, as if it was shooting or fishing.' 

* I wonder how I shall begin ! I don't know anything.' 

* Buy a cookery book.' 

* Aunt Moss gave me one : I (Jidn't mean that. But, oh, 
dear, there's the hiring servants, and buying things ! ' 
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' Don't ask me : it is woman's work, and always to bo 
done behind the scenes. If there's a thing I mortally hate, 
it is those housekeeper bodies who go about talking of their 
good cooks ! ' 

Violet was silenced; but after much meditation she hum- 
bly begged for answers to one or two questions. * Was she 
to pay the servants' wages out of this r ' 

* Your maids? — of course.' 

5 And how many are we to have ? * 

* As many as will do the work.' 

^A cook and housemud — I wonder if that would be 
enough ? ' • 

* Don't ask me, that's all.' 

' I know you don't like to be teazed,' she said submis- 
sively ; * but one or two things I do '^ant to know. Is 
James to be in the house ? ' 

* Why, yes ; he is a handy fellow. We will havo him 
ddwn for Simmonds to give him some training.' 

^ Then, ought we to have two maids or three ? ' 

He held up his hands, and escaped. 

That morning John happening to cp'Tuc into the drAving- 
room, found Violet disconsolately covf>rJn^ a sheet of p^per 
with figures. 

* Abstruse calculations ? ' said he. 

' Yes, very,' said she sighing, with tfee mystified face of 
a child losing its way in a long sum. 

He did not like to leave her in such evident difficulties, 
and said^ with a smile, ' Your budget ? A^e you good at 
arithmetic 1 ' 

' I can do the sums if that was all ; but I don't know 
what to set out from, or anything about it. Mamma said 
she could not think how I should keep house.' 

* She would be the best person to give you counsel, ^ 
should think.' 

' Yes, but — ' and she looked down, struggling with tears 
* I must not write to ask her.' 

* How so ? ' 

* Arthur says the Wrangerton people would gossip, ano 
\ should not like that,' said she ; * only it is very hard U 
make out for myself, and those things teaze" Arthur.' 

* They are not much in his line,' said John ; * I don'/ 
knoWj' he added, hesitating, * whether it would be of any use 
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to you to talk it over with me. There was a time w\en I 
considered the management of such an income ; and though 
it never came to practice, mine may be better than no no- 
tions at all.' 

* Oh, thank yotf I ' said Violet, eagerly ; then, pausing, 
she said, with a sweet embarrassment, ^ only — ^you can't 
like it.' 

' Thank you,' replied he, with kind earnestness ; ' I should 
like to be of use to you.' 

* It is just what I want. I am sure Arthur would like 
me to do it. You see this is what he gives me; and I am 
to buy everything out of it.' 

' The best plan,' said John ; * it never answers to be al- 
ways applying for money.' 

* No,' said Violet, thoughtfully, as she recollected cer- 
tain home scenes, and ^en was angry with herself for fan- 
cying Arthur could w?ar such looks as those which all the 
house dreaded. 

Meanwhile John had perceived how differently Arthur 
had apportioned the income from what his own intentions 
had been. He had great doubts of the possibility of her 
well doing, but he kept them to himself. He advised her to 
consider her items, and soon saw she was more bewildered 
than helpless. He knew no more than Arthur on the knot- 
ty point of the number of maids, but he was able to pro- 
nounce her plan sensible, and her eyes brightened, as she 
spoke of a housemaid of mamma's who wanted to better 
herself, and get out of the way of the little ones, ' who were 
always racketing.' 

* And now,' said John, * we passed over one important 
question — or is that settled otherwise — ^your own pocket- 
money ? ' 

* Oh ! I have plenty. Arthur gave me 501, when we 
went through London, and I have twelve left.' 

' But for the future ? Is it included here ? ' 

^ I should think so.- Oh I ' shocked at the sum he set 
down, * a quarter of that would be enough for my dress.' 

^ I don't think Miss Standaloft would say so,' said John^ 
smiling. 

^ But Arthur said we must economise, and I promised to 
be as little expense as possible. Please let me write down 
half that.' 

VOL. I. — 4* 
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* No, no,' «aid John, retaining the pencil, * not with my 
consent. Leave yourself the power of giving. Besides, 
this is to cover all the sundries you cannot charge as house- 
hold expenses. Now let me mark off another hundred for 
casualties, and here is what you will have for the year. Now 
divide.' 

* Surely, two people and three servants can't eat all that 
in one week.' 

* Fires, candles,' said John, amused, but poor Violet was 
quite overpowered. 

* Oh, dear ! how many things I never thought of I Mam- 
ma said I was too young ! These coals. Can you tell mc 
anything about them ? ' 

' I am afraid not. You are getting beyond me. If you 
wanted to know the cost of lodgings in Italy or the south of 
France, I could help you ; but after all, experience is better 
bought than boirowed.' 

* But what shall I do ? % Suppose I make Arthur uncom- 
fortable, or spend his money as I ought not when he trusts 
me?' 

* Suppose you don't,' said John. * Why should you not 
become an excellent housewife ? Indeed, I think you will,' 
he proceeded, as she fixed her eyes on him. * You see the 
principle in its right light. This very anxiety is the best 
pledge. If your head was only full of the pleasure of being 
mistress of a house, that would make me uneasy about you 
and Arthur.' 

' Oh ! that would be too bad ! Mamma has talked to 
me so much. She said I must make it a rule never to have 
debts. She showed me how she pays her bills every week, 
and gave me a great book like hers. I began at Winchester.' 

* Why, Violet, instead of knowing nothing, I think you 
know a great deal I ' 

She smiled, and said something about mamma.' 

* I don't say you will not make mistakes,' he continued, 
* but they will be steps to learn by. Your allowance is not 
large. It seems only fair to tell you that it may not be 
sufficient. So, if you find the expenses exceed the week's 
portion, don't try to scramble on, it will only be discomfort 
at the time, and will lead to worse. Go boldly to Arthur, 
and make him attend ; it is the only way to peace and secu- 
rity.' 
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I see,' said Violet, thoughtfully. * 0, I hope I shall 
do /ight. One thing I should like. I mean, I thought one 
ought to set apart something for giving away.' 

* That is one use in reserving something for yourself,' 
said John, in his kindest manner. ' Of the rest, you are 
only Arthur's steward.' 

' Yes, I hope I shall manage well.' 

* Tou will, if you keep your present frame of mind.' 

* But I am so young and ignorant. I did not think 
enough about it when I was^ married,' said Violet, sorrow- 
fully, ' and now it seems all to come on me ! To have all 
his comfort and the well-being of a whole house depending* 
on such as I am.' 

' I can only say one thing in answer, Violet, what I know 
was the best comfort to one who, without it, would have 
sunk under the weight of responsibility.' His whole coun- 
tenance altered, his voice gave way, a distressing fit of 
coughing came on, the colour flushed into his face, and he 
pressed his hand on his chest. Violet was frightened, but 
it presently ceas6d, and after sitting, for a few moments, 
exhausted, with his head resting on his hand, he took up the 
pencil, and wrote down — * As thy day, so shall thy strength 
be ' — pushed it towards her, and slowly left the room. 

Violet shed a few tears over the paper, and was the more 
grieved when she heard of his being confined to his room by 
pain in the side. She told Arthur what had passed. ^ Ah ! 
poor John,' he said, * he never can speak of Helen, and any 
agitation that brings on that cough knocks him up for tho 
rest of the day. So he has been trying to insense you, has 
he? Very good-natured of him.' 

* I am so grieved. I was afraid it would be painful to 
him. But what was the responsibility he spoke of? ' 

< Looking aft«r her grandfather, I suppose. He was im- 
becile all the latter part of his life. Poor John, they were 
both regularly sacrificed.' 

John took the opportunity of a visit from his father that 
afternoon to tell him how much good sense and right feeling 
Violet had shown, and her reluctance to appropriate to her- 
self what he had insisted on as absolutely necessary. 

' That is only inexperience, poor girl,' said Lord Mar- 
tindale. ^ She does not know what she will want. If it is 
not confidential, I should like to know what she allows her- 
self!' ^ 
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John mentioned the sum. 

' That is mere nonsense I ' exclaimed his father. * It is 
not half as much as Theodora has ! And she living in Lon 
don, and Arthur making such a point about her dress. I 
thought you knew better, John I ' 

' I knew it was very little, but when I considered the 
rest, I did not see how she could contrive to give herself 
more.' 

' There must be some miscalculation,' said Lord Martin- 
dale. * There is not the least, occasion for her to be 
straitened. You thought yourself the allowance was ample.' 

' That it is ; but you know Arthur has been used to ex- 
pensive habits.' 

' More shame for him.' 

* But one can hardly expect him to reduce at once. I do 
think he is sincere in his promises, but he will be careless, 
even in ordinary expenditure. I don't say this is what 
ought to be, but I fear it will be. All the prudence and 
self-denial must be upon her side.' 

* And that from a girl of sixteen, universally admired ! 
What a business it is 1 Not that I blame her, poor thing, 
but I don't see what is to become of them.' 

The conversation was not without results. Lord Mar- 
tindale, some little time after, put into Violet's hand an en- 
velope, telling her she must apply the contents to her own 
use; and she was astounded at finding it a cheque for 100/. 
He was going to London, with both his sons, to choose a 
house for Arthur, and to bid farewell to John, who was 
warned by a few chilly days, 4;o depart for a winter in 
Madeira. 

Violet was, during her husband's absence, to be left at 
Rickworth ; and in the last week she had several other pre- 
sents, a splendid dressing-case from Lady Martindale, con- 
taining more implements than she knew how to use, also the 
print of Lalla Eookh ; and even little Miss Piper had spent 
much time and trouble on a very ugly cushion^ Theodora 
declared her present should be useful, and gave all th^ 
household linen, for the purpose of having it hemmed by her 
school-children ; — and this, though she and Miss Piper sat 
up for three nights till one o'clock to hasten it, was so far 
from ready, that Captain and Mrs. Martindale would have 
begun the world without olie table-cloth, if old aunt Moss 
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had not been hemming for them ever since the day of Ar- 
thur's proposal. 

Tl^eodora was weary and impatient of the conflict of 
influence, and glad to be left to her own pursuits, while she 
thought that, alone with Violet, Arthur must surely be 
brought to a sense of his mistake. 

Violet's heart bounded at the prospect of a renewal of 
the happy days at Winchester, and of a release from the 
restraint of Martindale, and the disappointment of making 
no friends with the family, — Mr. Martindale was the only 
one of them with whom she was sorry to part ; and she had 
seen comparatively little of him. Indeed, when the three 
gentlemen set out, she thought so much of Arthur's being 
away for a week, that she could not care for John's voyage 
to Madeira, and looked pre-occupied when he affectionately 
wished her good-bye, telling hep to watch -for him in the 
spring, — her house would be his first stage on his return. 
Then, as he saw her clinging to Arthur to the last moment, 
and coming down with him to the bottom of the long steps, 
he thought within himself, * And by that time there will be 
some guessing how much strength and stability there is with 
all that sweetness, and she will have proved how much there 
is to trust to in his fondness ! ' 

There was not much time for bewailing the departures 
before Emma Brandon came to claim her guest ; and the 
drive was pleasant enough to make Violet shake off her de- 
pression, and fully enjoy the arrival at Rickworth, which 
now bore an aspect so much more interesting than on her 
former drive. 

The wooded hills in the £irst flush of autumn beauty 
sloped softly down to the green meadows, and as the car- 
riage crossed the solid-looking old stone bridge, Violet 
exclaimed with transport, at a glimpse she caught of a grey 
ruin — ^the old priory I She was so eager to see it that she 
and Emma left the carriage at the park gate, and walked 
thither at once. 

Little of the building remained, only a few of the cloister 
arches, and the stumps of broken columns to mark the form 
of the chapel ; but the arch of the west window was com- 
plete, and the wreaths of ivy hid its want of tracery, while 
a red Virginian creeper mantled the wall. All was calm 
and still, the greensward smooth and carefully mown, not a 
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nettle or thistle visible, but the floriated crosses on the old 
stone coflGin lids showing clearly above the level turf, shaded 
by a few fine old trees, while the river glided smoothly 
along under the broad floating water-lily leaves, and on its 
other, side, the green lawn was repeated, cattle quietly 
grazing on the rich pasture, shut in by the gently rising 
woods. The declining sun cast its long shadows, and all 
was peace, — the only sounds, the robin's note and iiie ripple 
of the stream. 

Yiolet stood with her hands resting on Emma's arm, 
scarcely daring to break the silence, * How lovely 1 ' said 
she, after a long interval. ' O Emma, how fond you must 
be of this place ! ' 

' Yes, it is beautiful,' said Emma, but with less satisfac- 
tion than Violet expected. 

* It is worth all the gardens at Martindale.' 

* To be sure it is,' said Emma, indignantly. 

* It puts me in mind of St. Cross.' 

* But St. Cross is alive, not a ruin,' said Emma, with a 
sigh, and she asked many questions about it, while showing 
Violet the chief points of interest, where the different build- 
ings had been, and the tomb of Ol^yth, the last prioress. 
Her whole manner surprised Violet, there was a reverence 
as if they were actually within a church, and more melan- 
choly than pleasure in the possession of what, nevertheless, 
the young heiress evidently loved with all her heart. 

Turning away at length, they crossed the park, and 
passed through the garden, which was gay with flowers, 
though much less magnificent than Mr. Harrison's. Emma 
said, mamma was a great gardener, and accordingly, they 
found her cutting off flowers past their prime. She gave 
Violet a bouquet o;f geranium and heliotrope, and conducted 
her to her room with that motherly kindness and solicitude 
so comfortable to a lonely guest in a strange house. 

Not that the house coiSd long seem strange to Violet. 
It was an atmosphere of ease, where she could move and 
speak without feeling on her good behaviour. Everything 
throughout was on an unpretending scale, full of comfort 
and without display, with a regularity and punctuality that 
gave a feeling of repose. 

Violet was much happier than she had thought possible 
without Arthur, though her pleasures were not such as to 
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make a figure in bistory. They were talks and walks, drives 
and visits to the school, readings and discussions, and the 
being perfectly at home and caressed by mother and daugh- 
ter. Lady Elizabeth had all the qualities that are better 
than intellect, and enough of that to enter into the pursuits 
of cleverer people. Emma had more ability, and so much 
enthusiasm that it was well that it was chastened by her 
mother's sound sense, as well as kept under by her own 
timidity. 

It was not till Violet was on the point of departure that 
she knew the secret of Emma's heart. The last Sunday 
evening before Arthur was to fetch her away, she begged to 
walk once more to the Priory, and have another look at it. 
' I think,' said she, ^ it will stay in my mind like Helvellyn 
in the distance.' 

Emma smiled, and soon they stood in the mellow light 
of the setting sun, beside the ruin. ' How strange,' said 
Violet, * to think that it is three hundred years since Sunday 
came to this chapel.' 

^ I wonder,' said Emma, breaking off, then beginning, 
' Violet, it is the wish of my heart to bring Sundays back 
to it.' 

* Emma I but could it be built up again ? ' 

^ Mamma says nothing must be done till I am twenty- 
five — almost six years hence. Not then, unless I am tame 
and sober, and have weighed it well.' 

* Restore it ? — build a church ? ' 

* I could have a sort of alms-house, with old people and 
children, and we could look after them ourselves.' 

* That would be delightful. Oh, I hope you will do it.' 
' Don't think of it more than as a dream to myself and 

mamma. I could not help saying it to you just then ; but 
it is down too deep generally even for mamma. It must 
come back somehow to God's service. Don't talk of it any 
more, Violet, dearest, only pray that I may not be un- 
worthy.' 

Violet could hardly believe a maiden with such hopes 
and purposes could be her friend, any more than Prioress 
Osyth herself; and when, half an hour afterwards, she heard 
Emma talking over the parish and Sunday-school news in 
an ordinary matter-of-fact way, she did not seem like the 
fame person. 
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There were many vows of correspondence, and auguries 
of meeting next spring. Lady Elizabeth thought it right 
that her daughter should see something of London life, and 
the hope of meeting Violet was the one thing that consoled 
Emma, and Violet talked- of the delight of making her friend 
and Annette known to each other. 

To this, as Lady Elizabeth observed, Arthur said not a 
word. She could not help lecturing him a little on the care 
of his wife, and he listened with a very good grace, much 
pleased at their being so fond of her. 

She wished them good-bye very joyously, extremely hap- 
py at having her husband again, and fill of pleasant antici- 
pations of her new home. 
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CHAPTER I. 



How fer less am I blest than they, 

Dallv to pine, and waste with care. 
Like the poor plant, that teom its stem 

Divided, feels the chilling air. 

Miokle's Oumm r ITall. 



Arthur and Violet arrived at their new home in the twi- 
light, when the drawing-room fire burnt brightly, giving a 
look of comfort. The furniture was good.; and by the fire 
stood a delightful little low chair with a high back, and a 
pretty little rosewood work-table, on which was a coloured 
glass inkstand, and a table-stand of books in. choice bindings. 

* Arthur, Arthur, how charming ! I am sure this is your 
doing.' 

* No, it is John's ; I can't devise knick-knackeiies, but 
}ie is a thorough old bachelor, and has been doing all sorts 
of things to the house, which have made it more tolerable.' 

* How very kind he is ! The books — how beautiful ! 
Just what I wanted. That one he lent me — he talked to 
Bie. of that. This Emma has — I saw joxxr sister reading 
that, and wished .to see more of it. But I can't look at 
them all now ; I must see Sarah, she was to bring something 
from home.' 

A Wrangerton face had great charms, though it was 
starched and severe, without one smile in answer to the joy- 
ous greeting, * Well, Sarah, I am glad you could come. How 
are they all 1 ' 

* Thank you^ ma'am, Mr. and Mrs. Moss, and the youny 
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ladies, and Mr. Albert, are all very well, and desires their 
love,' replied a voice solemn enough for the announcement 
that they were all at the point of death. Violet's spirits ' 
would have been damped but for the sight of the table 
spread with parcels directed in dear familiar writing, and • 
she was ponncing on them when Sarah began her grave re- 
quests for orders, arid Violet felt her own ignorance and in- 
capacity growing more patent every moment as questions 
about arrangements beset and tormented her. on every side. 
At last she was left to enjoy the out-spreading of the pre- 
cious gifts, the devices characteristic of the kind hands that 
had prepared them, and all her own private possessions — ^a 
welcome sight. 

It was a happy evening, and the days that followed were 
full of pleasure and occupation — in settling her treasures 
and making purchases. When she seated herself in her own 
carriage, she thought now indeed it would be delightful to 
show herself to her mother and sisters. She had no relation 
in London but an uncle, a solicitor, fond and proud of her, 
but too sensible to wish to frequent her house. He gave her 
a silver teapot ; and being asked to dinner now and then on 
Sunday was all the attention he required. Her brother Al- 
bert did, indeed, sometimes come to town on business ; and 
Violet, after many hopes, was, one evening, charmed at see- 
ing him make his appearance. Arthur asked him to stay to 
dinner, after which they were going to a party. 

Albert, a spruce good-looking youth, had been too grand 
to make friends with so young a sister ; but, now that she 
was a person of consequence, his tone was different. He 
talked his best, and she had a perfect feast of Wrangerton 
news — showed him all her presents, and enjoyed the thought 
of Annette's smile at hearing of her little Violet stepping 
into her carriage for a party at a countess's. 

Arthur said London was empty, but Violet thought her 
visitors innumerable, and, as the autumn sCdvanced towards 
winter, had many invitations. She enjoyed going out ; her 
shyness had nearly worn off; and she was everywhere re- 
ceived so as to make Arthur proud and pleased. Indeed she 
had doubts whether she was not growing too gay, and if it 
was right to pay so much attention to her appearance. She 
asked Arthur, and was laughed at for her pains. 

However, Violet was not without her troubles from the 
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first. She was very much afraid ©f Sarah, and never spoke 
to her without shrinking back into Miss Violet, and being 
conscious that it was mere presumption in her to try to order 
one so much wiser than herself. The cook, a relation of 
Miss Standaloft, was much more smoot];i and deferential, full 
of resources, which seemed to come from Mrs. Martindale 
herself; and though the weekly bills always exceeded her 
reckonings, so many things were wanting, as Mrs. Cook ob- 
served, just getting into a house. The first time of having 
any guests at dinner, Violet was in much anxiety, but all went 
off to general satisfaction until the bills came in on Monday 
morning. The cost was beyond her calculations, exceeded 
her week's portion, and "devoured the savings of the days 
when they had not dined at home. Invitations had been 
sent out for another party, and Violet tried to bring it with- 
in bounds ; but the cook was civilly superior — * It was al- 
ways so in the first families, such as she was accustomed to, 
but if Mrs. Martindale liked to have things in a different 
style—' 

She knew Arthur would consent to no external change, 
and all she could do was to look at the price of all she or- 
dered, reject sundry expensive delicacies, and trust to living 
on the relics of the feast for the rest of the week : but, be- 
hold ! they scarcely served for one luncheon, and on Monday 
the bills had mounted up in an inexplicable manner. There 
were no savings left, and she made up the deficiency from 
her own resources. 

A third party was impending, and she strove more reso- 
lutely for frugality. * Well, ma'am, if you choose, it must 
be so ; but it was not 'what I was used to in the families 
such as I have lived in.' 

But Violet was firm, whereupon the cook harassed her 
wiUi contrarieties ; and late hours and London air had so 
far lold upon her that she could not shake off her cares 
cheerfully. She knew all would turn out ill — tormented 
herself — brought on a headache, and looked unwell when 
the evening came. The cook sent up the dinner with just 
enough want of care to keep her in such continual apprehen- 
sion that she could hardly attend to the conversation. 

^ You did not make such a good hand of it to-day,' said 
Arthur, when the guests were gone ; ' that soup was ditch- 
water, and ' 
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Violet was so worn out that she burst into tears. 

* Hey ! What's the matter now ? I said nothing to cry 
for.' 

She tried to speak, but the tears would not let her. 

* Well, if you can't bear to be told everything is not per- 
fection, J. don't know what is to be done.' And Arthur, in 
di8plea.sure, took ,up a candle and walked off to smoke a 
cigar in his sitting-room down stairs. 

Her tears were ojiecked by consternation, and, earnest to 
be forgiven, she followed ; then, as he turned impatiently, 
said in a trembling pleading voice, * Dear Arthur, I've done 
crying. I did not mean to be cross.' 

* Well, that's enough, never mind,' said he, not unkindly, 
but as if in haste to dismiss the subject, and be left to the 
peaceful enjoyment of his cigar. 

* And you forgive me ? ' , 

* Forgive ? nonsense — only don't b'egin crying about 
nothing again. There's , nothing more intolerable than 
for a woman to be always crying, whenever one speaks to 
her.' 

* 'Twas not so much that,' said Violet, meekly, * as that 
I was vexed at the dinner not looking well, and it wont, 
without spending such quantities of money .^ ' 

* Quantities — what do you call quantities ? ' 

She named the cost of the last dinner, and he laughed* at 
her horror; then, when she^ was. going to prove that it was 
disproportiiiiate to their, means, he silenced her: *Well, 
well, never mind ; we are not going to give any more 
dinners just yet ; but when we do, have done with pinching 
and squeezing. Why, you don't look fit to be seen after it.' 

* I'm only tired.' 

* Ay, with worrying. Qo to bed and to sleep, and forget 
it all 1 ' 

She was consoled for that time ; but the perplexity Con- 
tinued. She strove to reduce the ordinary expenditure, but 
Arthur had a fashion of bringing home a friend to dinner, 
without notice ; and she underwent indescribable, miseries, 
while reflecting on her one chicken, or five mutton chops ; 
and though soipething was sure to be extemporized by the 
cook, the result was, that these casual guests were as ex- 
pensive as a banquet. She ventured to beg Arthur to tell 
her when he was going to ask any one, but he was vexed, 



OR, THE brother's WIFE. 03 

and said he liked to bring home a man by chance ; there 
need be nothing out of the common way, and a dinner for 
two was a dinner for three. Poor Violet thought, * Ah ! 
this is not like the time at Winchester. It is my own fault, 
I am not companion enough.' 

She began to grow tired of going out in the evening 
late hours tried her ; she felt listless and unwell ; and he. 
finances could not support the dross expenses : but when 
she tried to excuse herself, she found Arthur determined on 
taking her out, though he had previously grumbled, and de- 
clared he only went for her sake. When she looked pale 
and languid he seemed annnoyed, in a way that gave her the 
impression that he valued nothing but her beauty. She be- 
lietved he found home dull, and her not what he expected. 

The truth was, perhaps, that Violet's spirits were 
naturally not strong, and she was scarcely equal to the cares 
that had come on* her. She missed the companionship of 
the large family at home; and a slight degree of indisposi- 
tion or of anxiety was suflGicient to set her tormenting her- 
self with every imaginable fe^r and grief; above all, the 
dread that h& was not pleased with her. 

She believed herself to have strictly adhered to the rule 
of paying for everything at once ; but she was dismayed by 
a shower of bills at Christmas, for things ordered by the 
cook without her knowledge, several of which she disowned 
altogether ; and several that her memory and * great book ' 
botl\ declared she had paid ; though the tradesmen and the 
cook, through whom the money had be^n sent, stoutly denied 
it. She was frightened, paid the sums, andv so went the last 
remains of Lord Martindale's present. 

Sure that the woman was dishonest, yet not knowing 
how to prove it ; afraid to consult Arthur on the household 
concerns, that he detested ; and with a nervous dread of a 
disturbance, Violet made arrangements for conveying no 
xnore payments through Mrs. Cook; and, for the rest, 
thought she must go on as she could, till the tim^ should 
come when, near the end of May, she reckoned on having 
her mother with her. She would repair her mistakes, make 
her feel herself mistress in her own house, and help her to 
all she wanted to know, without fear of Wrangerton gossip. 
That hope strengthened and cheered her in all her troubles ; 
and oh ! suppose Annette came too. 
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Poor Violet I the first time she referred to her mother's 
coming, Arthur looked annoyed, gave a sort of whistle, and 
said, as if searching for an excuse, ' Why, they never could 
spare her from Wrangerton.' 

* 6, that they would,' said Violet, eagerly ; 'or if not 
mamma herself, at least, I am sure, Matilda would come to 
me, or Annette.' 

* Whew ! ' again whistled Arthur; ' I don't know whethet 
that will do.' 

' Arthur ! ' 

* There will be my mother close by, and Lady Eliza- 
beth, No, no, you wont want to have any one up from 
there.' 

\ * May I not have my own mamma ? ' pleaded poor Violet, 
"urged into something like pertinacity. 

But Arthur cut her short ; his great dislike to what he 
had to say making him speak the more ungraciously : * I 
don't want to vex you, Violet, but once for all we must come 
to an understanding. You must not expect to have your 
family here. They are good sort of people, and all that 
style of thing,' — he faltered at her looks of imploring con- 
sternation, and tried to work himself into anger in order to 
be able to finish. * It is of no use looking wretched, I tell 
you, you must put it out of your head. They belong to a 
diflFerent set altogether, and it wont do any way. There 
now, don't go and be nervous about yourself, Theodora shall 
see to you, and you'll do very well, I have no doubt.' 

With these words he hastily quitted her, that he might 
not witness the distress he had occasioned, though he had 
not the least idea what his refusal was to her. 

The sense of her own helplessness and inexperience, 
and the prospect of illness, without mother or sister, were 
lost in the more overpowering sorrow at his unkindness. 
How could he love her if he denied her this at such a' time, 
and in such a manner. ' He is ashamed of my family J 
ashamed of me 1 He is disappointed in me ! I can't make 
it pleasant to him at home. I am not even good-tempered 
when I am not well, and I am not half as pretty as I used 
to be I Oh ! if he had but married me for anything but my 
prettiness ! But I was not worth vexing every one for ! I 
am only a plague and trouble 1 Well, I dare say I shall 
die ; now there is no one to take care of .me, and then, per- 
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liaps, be will be sorry for me. Just at last, I'll tell bim bow 
I did mean to be a good wife, and tried all I could.' 

But tben poor Violet fell into a maze of terror. 

Sbe roused herself and dried ber tears on bearing some 
one approacbing. It was James, bringing in a parcel. It 
eontained a beautiful and costly silk dress. After tbe first 
glance sbe pusbed it from ber, and ber grief burst fortb 
again. ^ Does be tbink that can make up to me for my 
motber? How silly be must tbink me. Yet be is kind 
and tries to please me still, tbougb I am so troublesome 1 
Dear, dear Artbur I ' 

Sbe took it back upon ber lap, and tried to admire, but 
ber beart failed ber ; and sbe could not look at it till tbe 
sound of bis entrance revived ber ; sbe felt as if sbe bad 
been injuring bim, and, recalling her smiles, met bim with 
what be thought delighted gratitude. 

He was relieved to find tbe late subject blown over, and 
only wishing to keep it out of ber mind, be invited ber to 
take a walk. 

Violet bad begun to dread bis walks, for he was a loi- 
terer, apt to go further and stay out longer than be intended, 
and sbe could not bear to teaze bim by bints of fatigue ; but 
to-day sbe could not demur at anything be asked, and sbe 
only observed that they bad better not go far, as they bad 
an engagement for tbe evening. 

At first the air and his attention did her good ; but 
when she saw Captain Fitzbugh approaching, she knew that 
Arthur's arm was the only further use she should have Of 
bim, and there would be an endless sauntering and talk 
about horses or fishing, while be would all the time fancy 
himself going home 

The consequence was, that sbe was obliged to go at once • 
to bed on coming in, and was declared by Arthur to have 
been very silly never to have mentioned ber fatigue; while 
Sarah, bestowing grim and sour looks upon them both, at- 
tended on ber with tbe most assiduous and minute care. 
Arthur was greatly concerned, and very unwilling to go to 
the party alone ; but Violet persuaded bim, and he promised 
to return early ; then found the evening pleasant, and never 
knew how time went, while she was lying awake, imagining 
that something dreadful bad happened to him, and mourning 
over her grievances. 
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The effects of that over fatigue did not pass away, and 
she was forced to give up all evening engagements. He 
meant to be kind, but was too ignorant and inconsiderate 
not to do her as much harm as good. One day he almost 
overwhelmed her with attentions, the next left her to her- 
self He offered to refuse all invitations for her sake, but 
it ended in her spending more than half her evenings alone; 
and when the horse was wanted for him in the evening, she 
lost her drive. Very soon she fell out of the habit of going 
out, for now that she was no companion for his long rambles, 
he found other ways of disposing of his afternoons ; and she 
was still so C9untrified as to dislike and dread walking alone, 
even in the quiet Belgrayian regions, so that she was always 
relieved to decide that the grey mist was such as could do 
no one any good, or that she really was not well enough for 
a walk. 

She did not know the use of change of scene and the 
bracing effect of resolution,- — she had no experience of self- 
management, and had not learnt that it was a duty not to 
let herself pine. Though most conscientious, she had not 
yet grown up to understand religion as a present comfort. 
To her it was a guide and an obligation, and as such she . 
obeyed its dictates, to the best of her power, but only as an 
obedient child, without understanding the immediate re- 
ward in this life, namely, confidence, support, and peace. 
It is a feeling generally belonging to an age beyond hers, 
though only to be won by faithful discipline. She was. 
walking in darkness, and, by and by, light might come. ' 
But there was one omission, for which she long after 
grieved ; and which, though she knew it not, added to her 
present troubles. 

. All heart and. hope had been taken from her since she 
had been forbidden to see her mother and sister. The pres- 
ent .was dreary, the future nothing but gloom and apprehen- 
sion, and she had little to distract her attention. She strove 
hard to fulfil what she knew were duties, her household con- 
cerns, and the readings she had fixed as tasks ; but these 
over, she did not try to rouse her mind from her cares ; nor 
had she perhaps the power, for her difficulties with the cook 
were too much for her ; and it was very trying to spend so 
many hours of the dingy London day and long evening in 
solitude. 
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Her amusing books Vere exhausted, and she used to lie 
forlorn on the sofa, with her needle-work, hearing the roar of 
carriage-wheels, and her mind roaming from the perplexities 
of her accounts to her sad forebodings and her belief in Ar* 
thur's coldness, till her heart seemed ready to break, — and 
lier tears gathered, — ^first in solitary drops, then in floods. 
She had no one to cheer her spirits, to share her hopes and 
fears. Her plans and employments were tedious to her bus* 
band, and he must not be troubled with them, — and so locked 
up within herself they oppressed her with care and appre- 
hension. In letter-writing there was only pain ; she could 
not bear to be supposed unwell or unhappy, and above all, 
dreaded saying what might lead to an offer from her mother 
to come to her. Her letters became mere comments on 
home news ; she wrote less frequently, feared they would 
think her grown too fine to care for them, and then wept and 
sobbed with home sickness. There was a little more comfort 
in writing to Eickworth, for she expected the Brandons 
early 'in May, and her only hope was in Lady Elizabeth for 
care and counsel ; for as to Arthur's dependence, his mother 
and sister, she felt as if the fear and restraint of their pres- 
ence would be unbearable. 

Her husband never guessed how she languished. In his 
presence she was a different creature, forgetting her griefs in 
the one wish of pleasing him. No matter what she had been 
undergoing in his absence, his knock raised her spirits, in a 
moment life darted into her limbs and colour into her cheeks. 
She had no notion of complaining, — her mother had always 
been silent, though often with greater cause for remonstrance ; 
and poor Violet, imagining herself a burthen, would not for 
the world have made herself more troublesome than she 
could help. Her whole desire was to win a smile, a fond 
word, a caress, and she sat watching as if those were life to 
her ; her cheeks burning with eagerness so much that Arthur 
little guessed how wan they were in his absence. 

The oolour was heightened by warm rooms, for Arthur 
. was of a chilly race, and could not understand how oppres- 
sive the close atmosphere of London was to *one used to 
mountain breezes. He would come in shivering, and be 
provoked to find her sitting by the smallest of fires ; till- she 
learnt that their estimate of heat was so different, that the 
only safety was in keeping the room, like an oven. The 
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folding doors into tbe back drawing-room had a triok of open- 
ing of their own accord, and the trouble given her by this 
draught trap, as Arthur called it, can hardly be estimated, • 
especially one windy week in March, when he had a cold. 

She had never been wont to think seriously of colds ;>but^ 
when it came to coughing and feverishness all night, and' 
Arthur, with his hand on his chest, persisted that it was all 
in his throat, and told her to send for a blister, she grew 
alarmed, but this only displeased him ; he disdained her 
entreaty that he would remain in bed, and said women 
always made a fuss about nothing, when she timidly sug- 
gested sending for ^ some one.' ^ 

For three deplorable days he sat over the fire, with a 
distaste for everything, while she did her utmost to make 
him comfortable ; and when she failed, thought it her own 
fault, reproached herself for her inefficiency, and imagined 
that he was going to. be as ill as his brother, and that she 
should be of no use to him. How hard on him to have such 
a bad wife I She could not even entertain him' while he was 
kept in-doors — for she could not find anything to talk about, 
so long was it since she had been out, or read anything 
amusing. 

However, on the third afternoon he brightened up, found 
the soup good, talked and laughed, and declared that if to- 
morrow was fine, he should be out again. And the next day 
he was so delighted to find his cough was gone — ^more quickly 
than he had ever known so sev(!re a cold depart — that it 
was not till he was out of the house that she remembered 
that she was condemned to solitude for many hours. 

Here was quarter-day, bringing fresh confusion, in those 
inexplicable household expenses, and a miserable sense of 
wastefulness, and unfaithfiilness to her charge. She thoug]^t 
of John's advice, to make her husband attend, if she found 
her means insufficient, and set herself to draw up a state- 
ment of the case, to lay b^ore him ; but she grew more and 
more puzz^led ; the cook's dishonesty weighed on her, and 
her fears of taking any measures increased. Her calcula- 
tions lilways ended in despairing tears. 

She was lying on her bed, recovering from one of these 
almost hysterical fits, when she was roused from a doze by a 
knock at her door ; and started up, trying to hide that any- 
thing had been the matter, as Sarah came in, and said wiUj 
% tone of authority. 
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' Mrs. Finch and Miss Gardner, ma'api ! but I will say 
you are not well enough to see them.' 

* no, Sarah, I am quite well ; I was only asleep.' 

* You had better not go down,' sternly repeated Sarah 
* You had muah best lie down, and have your sleep out, after 
being kept awake till two o'clock last night, with Captain 
Martindale not coming home. And you with the pillow all 
awry, and that bit of a shawl over you ! Lie you down, and 
I'll set it straight ! ' 

But Violet was on her feet — the imputation on Captain 
Martindale had put her on her mettle. ' Thank you, I don't 
want anything ; I am going down directly.' 

Sarah shook her head, and looked significantly at the 
glass ; and there, indeed, Violet perceived that her eyes 
bore traces of recent weeping; but, still, she would do 
anything rather than own her tears. * My head aches a 
little — that makes my eyes heavy,' said she. * It will do 
me good to see Miss Gt-ardner ; I knew her at Martindale.' 

But when Violet found herself in the presence of Miss 
Gardner, and of a tall, fashionable lady, she did not like the 
recollection that she had been talked of as a beauty. 

She was glad to meet Miss Gardner, but Mrs. Finch's 
style was dashing and almost boisterous, and her voice 
quick and loud, as she seized on her hand, exclaiming, ' I 
want no introduction, I have heard so much of you. I 
know we shall be excellent friends. I must hear of Theo- 
dora. You know she is the greatest ally I have on earth. 
When did you hear of her last ? When are they coming to 
town ? I would not miss Theodora's first appearance for all 
the world.' 

Violet felt overpowered by the torrent ; but thought it 
was giving no right impression of her husband to look dis- 
consolate, and exerted herself to be cheerful, and answer. 

But they would speak of Martindale, and oblige her to 
expose her ignorance. She did not know when the family 
were coming to town, nor had she heard when Mr. Martin- 
dale's return might be aicpected. 

If Miss Gardner had been alone, she thought she might 
have got on better ; but the quieter elder sister hardly put 
in a word, so unceasing was the talk of the younger, whose 
patronage became oppressive, when she began on Mrs. Mar- 
tindale herself; told her she was lazy, taking too much care, 
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• and growing nervous ; and even declared she should come 
some day, take her by storm, and carry her out for a drive 
in the park. 

Poor Violet felt as if to he shut up in the carriage with 
this talking lady would kill her outright ; begged she would 
not take the trouble ; but only met with smiles, and declara- 
tions that Theodora would scold her weir when she came. 

The next afternoon Violet listened with dread to the 
sounds of wheels, and was not at all inclined to blame a 
headache, which was sufficient excuse for sending down 
thanks and refusal. On the following, she had just made up 
her mind that the danger was over for that day, when her 
alarm was excited by a thundering knock, and in walked her 
brother. 

* Well, Violet, I have caught you at .home. I'm come to 
town about Lord St. Erme's business — go back by the mail 
train. Are you dining at home ? Can you give me a din- 
ner?' 

* Oh, yes ! ' said Violet ; but fears came over lier of Ar- 
thur's not being pleased, especially supposing he should 
bring back any one with him. And therewith came dismay 
at finding herself giving no better welcome to her own 
brother, and she eagerly asked for all at home. 

*In a high state of preservation. And how are you? 
You don't look quite the thing.' 
' Oh, yes, I am, thank you.' 

* And how is Martindale ? ' 

He would not call him so to his face I thought the wife. 
Oh I I wish he would sit anywhere but in Arthur's chair, 
and not fidget me with playing with that horrid little piece 
of watch chain I * He is very well, thank you. He had a 
bad cold last week, but it is quite gone now. I hope he will 
soon come in.' 

* I am not sorry to have found you alone. • I want to hear 
something of these relations of yours.' 

Oh 1 I shall be sure to say something wrong ! thought 
she, and as the best thing to put £prward, announced that 
they would soon be in London. 

* And they are not high with you ? I hear fine accounts 
of their grandeur, — they say the lady and her daughter are 
eaten up with pride, and think no one fit to speak to.' 

' Miss Martindale has the plainest ways in the world. 
She will do anything for the poor people.' 



OR, THE brother's WIFE. 101 

* Ay, ay ; tl\at's the way with fine ladies, — they like to 
be condescending and affable. And so you say they receive 
you well ? make you one of the family — eh ? 

Violet hoped it was not wrong to utter a faint * yes.' 

* Does Martindale's sister write to you ? ' 

* No ; she does not write letters much. But I told you 
how very kind they are — Mr. Martindale, his brother, espe- 
cially.* 

' Ay ? ' Said Albert, ' he disconcerted our calculations. 
He seems to have taken out a new lease.' 

* He is a great deal better.' 

* But he has no lungs left. His life can't be worth a 
year's purchase, by what the governor heard. He would 
never have let Martindale have you on such easy terms if he 
had not looked on you as good as her ladyship.* 

Such shame and disgust came over Violet that she felt 
unworthy to sit on John Martindale's chair, and moved to 
the sofa, trying to change the subject; but Albert persisted 
in inquiries about Mr. Martindale's age, health, and the 
likelihood of his marrying, till she could no longer be with- 
out the perception that not only had her husband been to 
blame for their marriage — her father's part had been far 
worse. 

Albert hoped the old lord was coming down handsomely, 
and tried to make her tell their income. She was glad not 
to know, and he began calculating it from their style of 
living, with such disregard to her feelings, as made her con- 
trast his manners with those of the true gentlemen to whom 
she was now accustomed, and feel sadly that there was rea- 
son in her husband's wish to keep her family at a distance. 
There was no checking or silencing this elder brother ; she 
could only feel humiliated by each proof of his vulgarity of 
mind, and blame herself, by turns, for churlishness to him, 
and for permitting conversation Arthur would so «iuch dis- 
like. 

Why would not Arthur come and put a stop to it ? * It 
was not the first time she had waited dinner for him in vain, 
and though she tried to make Albert think she liked it, she 
knew she was a very bad dissembler. 

When she at length ordered in dinner, the conversation 
changed to Wrangerton doings, the Christmas gaieties, jokes 
about her sisters and their imputed admirers, and a Miss 
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Louisa Davies — a new comer, about whom Albert seemed to 
wish to be laughed at himself. But poor Violet had no 
spirits even to perceive this, — she only thought of home and 
the familiar scenes recalled by each name. What a gulf be- 
tween her and them ! In what free, careless happiness they 
lived ! What had her father done in thrusting her into a 
position for which she was unfit, — into a family who did not 
want her, and upon one to whom she was only a burthen ? 
At home they thought her happy and fortunate I They 
should never guess at her wretchedness. 

But when the time for Albert's departure came, Violet 
forgot his inconvenient questions, and would have given the 
world to keep him. He was her own brother — a part of 
home ; he loved her — she had felt inhospitable to him, and 
perhaps she should never see him again. 

When he recurred to her pale looks and languid manner, 
and expressed concern, it was all she could do to keep from 
bursting into tears, and telling all her griefs ; and she could 
not control the rapid agitated tones that belied her repeated 
assurances that nothing was amiss, and that he must not give 
a bad account of her and alarm her mother. 

She could hardly let him ago ; and when he bade her 
good bye, there was a moment's intense desire to be going 
with him, from this lonely room, home to her mother and 
Annette, instantly followed by a horror at such a wish having 
occurred, and then came the sobs and tears. She dreaded 
that Arthur might be displeased at the visit ; but he came 
home full of good-humour, and on hearing of it, only hoped 
she had good news from Wrangerton, and said he was glad 
he had been out of the way, so that she had been able to 
have her brother all to herself. 

Her fearp of the effect of Albert's account of her were 
better founded ; for two mornings after, on coming down to 
breakfast, she found a letter from her mother to exhort her 
to be careful, assuring her that she need have no scruple in 
sending for her, and betraying so much uneasiness as to add 
to all her terrors. She saw this in one glance ; for she 
knew that to dwell on the tender affectionate Icttei^ would 
bring on a fit of weeping, and left it and the dreadful con- 
sideration of her reply till Arthur should be gone, as he was 
to spend the day in fishing with a friend in the country. 

He had come home late last night, and was not yet 
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dressed, and she waited long, gazing at the gleams of sunshine 
on the square gardens, thinking how bright this second day 
of April must be anywhere but here, where it was close and 
oppressive, and wondering whether Helvellyn was begin- 
ning to lose his snow ; then, as Helvellyn brought the sen- 
sation that led to tears, she tqok the newspaper, and had 
read more than she cared for before Arthur appeared, in the 
state of impatience which voluntary lateness is sure to pro- 
duce. 

She gave him his tea as quickly as she could, but all 
went wrong : it was a horrid cold day, all east wind — there 
was a cold wind coming in somewhere. 

* The back drawing-room window I I'm sorry I did not 
see it was open.' 

* What makes you go to shut it ? ' said he, hastily march- 
ing across the room, and closing it and the doors. ^ I shall 
be gone in a moment, and you may let in a hurricane if you 
like. Have you seen my cigar-case ? ' . 

* It was on the ledge of your wardrobe.' 

' Some of your maids have been and hid it.' 

* I told Sarah never to put your things away. I think I 
could find it.' * - 

* No, don't go; I have looked everywhere.' 

As he never found things, even when before his eyes, 
this was not conclusive; and she undertook the search in 
spite of another careless * No, no, don't,' knowing that it 
meant the contrary. 

She could not find it in his dressing-room, and he looked 
annoyed, again accusing the maids. This made her feel in- 
jured, and though growing exhausted, as well she might, 
as she had not even begun breakfast, she said she would look 
in the sitting-room. He half remonstrated, without looking 
up from the paper; but she hoped to be gladdened by 
thanks, hunted in all his hiding-places in vain, and found 
she must give it up, after a consultation with Sarah, who re- 
sentfully denied all knowledge of it, and told her she looked 
ready to drop. 

Dolefully coming into the hall, she saw Arthur's black 
travelling-bag. Was it for more than the day ? The even- 
ings were bad enough — but a desolate night 1 And he had 
never told her ! 

* I suppose you have not found it % ' 
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* No ; I wish I could I ' 

* Never mind ; it will turn up. You have tired yourself.' 

* But, Arthur, are you not coming home to-night ? ' 

* Didn't t tell you ? If I can't get away by the seven 
o'clock train, I thought of sleeping there. Ten o'clock, I 
declare I I shall miss the train ! ' 

She came to the head of the stairs with him, asking 
plaintively, * When do ' you come home ? To-morrow, at 
latest ? ' 

Perhaps it was her querulous tone, perhaps a mere boyish 
dislike to being tied down, or even it might be mere hurry, 
that made him answer impatiently, ' I can't tell — ^as it may 
happen. D'ye think I want to run away ? Only take care 
of yourself.' 

This was in his coaxing voice ; but it was not a moment 
when she could bear to be turned aside, like an importunate 
child, and she was going to speak ; but he saw the wrong 
fishing-rod carried out, called hastily to James, ran down 
stairs, and was gone. Without even looking back at her. 

* The sound of the closing door conveyed a sense of utter 
desolation^ to her overwrought mind — the house was a soli- 
tary prison ; she sank on the sofa, sobbing, * Oh, I am very, 
very miserable I Why did he take me from home, if he 
could not love me ? Oh, what will become of me % Oh, 
manmial mammal' 



CHAPTER II. 

What is BO Bbrill as silent tears. 

Gbosob Hxbbxkt. 

Arthur came home late in the afternoon of the following 
day. The door was opened to him by his brother, who 
abruptly said, * She is dying. You must lose not a moment 
if you would see her alive.' 

Arthur turned pale, and gave an inarticulate exclamation 
of horror-stricken inquiry — ^ Confined ?' 

* Half-an-hour ago. She was taken ill yesterday morn- 
ing immediately after you left her. Shells insensible, bui 
you may find her still living.' 
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Nothing but strong indignation could have made John 
Martindale thus communicate such tidings. He had arrived 
that day at noon to find that the creature he had left in the 
height of her bright loveliness was in the extremity of suf- 
fering and peril — her husband gone no one knew whither ; 
and the servants, too angry not to speak plainly, reporting 
-that he had left her in hysterics. John tried not to believe 
the half, but as^time went on,- bringing despair of the poor 
young mother^s life, and no tidings of Arthur ; while he 
became more and more certain that there had been cruel 
neglect, the very gentleness and compassion of his nature 
fired and glowed against him who had taken her from her 
home, vowed to cherish her, and forsaken her at such a time. 
However, he was softened by seeing him stagger against the 
wall, perfectly stunned, then gathering breath, rush upstairs 
without a word. 

As Arthur pushed open the door, there was a whisper 
that it was he, too late, and room was made^ for him. AH 
he knew was, that those around watched as if it was not 
yet death, but what else did he see on those ashy senseless 
features ? 

With a cry of despair he threw himself almost over her, 
and implored her but once to speak, or look at him. No 
one thought her capable even of hearing, but at his voice the 
eyelids and lips slightly moved, and a look of relief came 
over the face. 

A hand pressed his shoulder, and a spoon containing a 
drop of liquid was placed in his fingers, while some one said, 
* Try to get her to take this.' 

Scarcely conscious, he obeyed, and calling her by every 
endearing name, beyond hope succeeded in putting it be- 
tween her lips. Her eyes opened and were turned on him, 
her hand closed on his, and her features assumed a look of 
peaQe. The spark of life was for a moment detained by the 
power of affection, .but in a short space the breath must 
cease, the clasp of the hand relax. 

Once more he was interrupted by a touch, and this time 
it was Sarah's whisper — ^ The minister is come, sir. What 
name shall it be?' ^ ' 

* Anything — John,' said he, without turning his head or 
taking in what she said." ' . I 

The clergyman and John Martindale were waiting in the. 

VOL. I. — 5* 
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dressing-room, with poor Violet's cathedral cup filled with 
water. 

* She does not know him ?' asked John, anxiously, as 
Sarah entered. 

* Yes, sir, she does,' said Sarah, contorting her face to 
keep hack the tears. * She looked at him, and has hold 
of his hand. I think she will die easier for it, poor dear,' 

' And at least the poor child is alive to he baptized ?' . 

' 0, yes, sir, it seems a bit livelier now,' said Sarah, 
opening a fold of the flannel in her arms. ' It is just like 
its poor mamma.' 

* Is it a girl ? ' he inquired, by no means perceiving the ' 
resemblance. 

V * A boy, Sir. His papa never asked, though he did say 
his name should be John.' 

' It matters little,' said John, mournfully, for to his eye 
there was nothing like life in that tiny form. * And yet how 
' marvellous,' thought he, ' to think of its infinite gain by these 
few moments of unconscious existence ! ' 

At the touch of the water it gave a little cry, which 
Sar^ih heard with a start' and glance of infinite satisfaction. 

She returned to the chamber, where the same deathly 
stillness prevailed ; the husband, the medical men, the nurse, 
all in their several positions, as if they had neither moved, 
nor looked from the insensible scarcely breathing figure. 

The infant again gave a feeble sound, and once more the 
white features moved, the eyes opened, and a voice said, so 
Caintly that Arthur, as he hung over her, alone could hear 
it, ' My baby I 0, let me see it ! ' 

* Bring the child,' and at the sound of those words the 
gleam of life spread over her face more completely. 

He could not move from her side, and Sarah placed the 
little creature Upon his broad hand. He held it close to 
her. ^ Our baby I ' again she murmured, and tried to kiss 
it, but^ it made another slight noise, and this overcame her 
completely, the deathly look returned,' and he hafetily gave 
back the infant. 

She strove hard for utterance, and he could hardly catch 
her gasping words, * You'll be fond of it, and think of me.' 

* Don't, don't talk so, dearest. You will soon be better. 
You are better. Let me give you this.' 

* Please, I had rather lie still. Do let me.' Then again 
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lookiog up, as if she had been losing the consciousness o^ 
his presence. * Oh ! it is you. Are you come ? Kiss me 
and wish me good bye.' 

* You are better — only take this. Wont you ? You 
need not move, Violet, violet, only try. To please ine! 
There, well done, my precious one. Now you will be more 
comfortable.' 

* Thank you, oh no I But I am glad you are come. I 
did wish to be a good wife. I had so much to say to you — 
if I could — ^but I can't remember. And my baby ; but oh I 
this is dying,' as the sinking returned. * 0, Arthur, keep 
me, don't let me die ! ' and she clung to him in terror. 

He flung his arm closer round her, looking for help to 
the doctors. * You shall not, you will not, my own, my 
darling.' 

* 1 ou can't help it,' sighed she. * And I don't know 
how — If some one would say a prayer.' 

He could only repeat protests that she must live, but she 
grew more earnest. * A prayer I I can't recollect — Oh ! is 
it wicked ? Will God have mercy ? Oh ! would you but 
say a prayer ? ' 

* Yes, yes, but what ? Give me a book.' 

Sarah put one into his hand, und pointed to a place, but 
his eyes were misty, his voice faltered, broke down, and he 
was obliged to press his face down on the pillow to stifle his 



Violet was roused to such a degree of bewildered distress 
and alarm at the sight of his grief, that the doctors insisted 
on removing him, and almost forced him away. 

There had been prayers offiered for her of which she 
knew nothing. 

The clergyman was gone, and John had despatched his 
melancholy letter to Lord MartindMe, when he heard the 
steps on the stairs. Was it over ? No, it was only one of 
the doctors with Arthur, and they did not come to him, but 
talked in the back drawing-room for some moments, after 
which the doctor took leave, repeating the words in John's 
hep-ring, that Arthur must compose himself before returning 
to her — agitation would be at once fatal. Arthur had 
thrown himself on the sofa, with his face hidden in his hands, 
in such overpowering distress, that his brother's displeasure 
could not continue for a moment, and he began to speak 
soothingly of the present improvement 



108 heartsease; 

* It cannot last,' said Arthur. * They say it is but a 
queption of minutes or hours,' and again he gave way to a 
burst of grief, but presently it changed to an angry tone. 
* Why was I never sent for ? ' 

John explained that no one knew whither to send. He 
could hardly credit this, and his wrath increased at the stu- 
pidity of the servants ; it seemed to relieve him to declaim 
against them. 

* Then you left her well ? ' 

* Of course I did. She had been searching over the 
house for that abominable cigar-case of mine, which was in 
my pocket all the time 1 I shall never bear to see it again,' 
and he launched it into the fire with vehemence. * I sup- 
pose that upset her ! Why did I not prevent her ? Fool 
that I was not to know it was not fit for, her, though she 
chose to do it. But I never took care of her.' 

* She is so very unselfish,' said John. 

* That was it. I thought women always looked out for 
themselves. I should have known I had one not like the 
rest ! She had never one thought for herself, and it is kill- 
ing her, the sweetest, loveliest, best — my precious Violet ! 
John ! John, is there nothing that can be done for her ? ' 
cried he, starting up in a tumultuous agony of grief, and 
striking his foot on the floor. 

* Could we not send for her mother ? Brown might set 
off at once to fetch her.' 

* Thank you ; but no, it is of no use. No railroad 
within forty miles of the place. She could not be here till 
— till — and then I could not see her.' He was pacing the 
room, and entangled his foot in Violet's little work-table, 
and it fell. Her work-box flew open, and as they stooped 
to pick up the articles, Arthur again wept without control 
as he took up a little frock, half made, with the needle hang- 
ing to it. The table-drawer had fallen out, and with it the 
large account-book, the weekly bills, and a sheet of paper 
covered with figures, and blotted and blistered with tears. 
The sight seemed to overwhelm him more than all. * Cry- 
ing over these I My Violet crying ! Oh ! what have I 
been doing ? ' 

' And ^hy ? What distressed her ? ' 

* It was too much for her. She would plague herself 
with these wretched household accounts 1 She knew I hated 
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the sound of them. I Dever let her bring them to me ; but 
little did I think that she cried over them alone I ' 

* She was cheerful with you ? ' 

* Was not she ? I never saw that dear face without its 
sweet smile, come when I would. I have never heard a 
complaint. I have left her to herself, madman as I was, 
when she was unwejl and anxious I But — oh ! if she could 
only recover, she should see — Ha ! Sarah, can I come ? ' 

* Yes, sir, she is asking for you ; but, if you please, sir, 
Mr. Harding says you must come very quiet. She seems 
wandering, and thinking you are not come home, sir,* said 
Sarah, with a grisly satisfaction in dealing her blow home. 

John tried to rectify the confusion in the work-box with 
a sort of reverential care ; not able to bear to leave it in 
disorder, whether its mistress were ever to open it again or 
not, yet feeling it an intrusion to meddle with her little 
feminine hoards of precious trifles. 

* Poor Arthur I ' said he to himself, * he may fairly be 
acquitted of all but his usual inconsiderateness towards one 
too tender for such treatment. He deserves more pity than 
blame. And for her — thank Heaven for the blessing on 
them that mourn. Jnnocent creature, much' will be spared 
her ; if I could but dwell on that rather than on the phan- 
tom of delight she was, and my anticipations of again seeing 
the look that recalls. Helen. If Helen was here, how she 
^ould be nursing her 1 ' 

John saw his brother no more that evening — only heard 
of Violet * as barely kept alive, as it seemed by his care. 
Each report was such that the next must surely be the last ; 
and John sat waiting on till his servant insisted on his going 
to bed, promising to call him if his brother needed him. 

The night passed without the summons, and in the morn- 
ing there was still life. John had been downstairs for some 
little time, when he heard the medical man, who had spent 
the night there, speaking to Arthur on the stairs. ^ A shade 
of improvement ' was the report. * Asleep now ; and if we 
can only drag her through the next few days there may be 
hope, as long as fe^er does not supervene.' 

' Thank Heaven ! ' said John, fervently. ' I did not ven- 
ture to hope for this.' 

But Arthur was utterly downcast, and could not take 
heart. It was his first real trouble, and there was little of 
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the substance of endurance in his composition. That one 
night of watching, grief, and self-reproach, had made his 
countenance > so pale and haggard, and his voice so dejected 
and subdued, that John was positively startled, as he heard 
his answer-— 

' I never saw any one so ill.' 

' Come and have some breakfast, you look quite worn 
out.' 

^ I cannot stay,' said he, sitting down, however. ' She 
must not miss me, or all chance would be over. You don't 
mind the door being open?' 

* No, indeed. Is she sensible now ? ' 

^ Clear for a minute, if she has my hand ; but then she 
dozes off, and talks about those miserable accounts — the 
numbers over and over again. It cuts me to the heart to 
hear her. They talk of an over-strain on the mind I 
Heigh-ho ! Next she wakes with a dreadful frightened start, 
and stares about wildly, fancying I am gone.' 

* But she knows you,' said John, trying to speak con- 
solingly. 

* Yes, no one else can do anything with her. She does 
not so much as hear them. I must be back before she 
wakes ; but I am parched with thirst. How is this ? Where 
is the tea?' 

' I suppose you put in none. Is this the chest ? ' 
Arthur let his head drop on his hand, helpless and over- 
come, as this little matter brought home the sense of miss- 
ing his wife, and the remembrance of the attentions he had 
allowed her to lavish upon him. His brother tried th^ tea- 
chest, and, finding it locked, poured out some coffee, which ^ 
he drank almost unconsciously, then gave his cup for more, 
sighed, pushed his hair back, and looked up somewhat re- 
vived. John tended him affectionately, persuading him to 
take food ; and when he had passively allowed his plate to 
be filled, his appetite discovered that he had tasted nothing 
since yesterday morning, and therewith his spirits were re- 
freshed ; he looked up cheerfully^ and there was less despond- 
ency in his tone as he spoke of her sleep towards morning 
having been less disturbed. 

' The child woke her with a squall, and I thought we 
were undone ; but no such thing. I declare nothing has 
done her so much good ; she had him brought, and was so 
happy over him, then went off to sleep again.' 
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/ This is a great relief,* said John. * From your manner, 
I dreaded to ask for him, but I hope he may be doing well. 

* I am sure I hope so, or it Would be all over with her. 
I believe both their lives hang on one thread. To see her 
with him, this morning — I did not know such fondness was in 
woman. I declare I never saw anything like it ; and she so 
weak ! And such a creature as it is ; the smallest thing that 
ever was born, they say, and looking — like nothing on earth 
but young mice.' 

John could not help smiling : * That is better than yes- 
terday, when I could scarcely believe he was alive.' 

* What ! did you see him ? ' 

* When he was baptized.' 

' Was he ? What did you call him ? ' 
' You sent word to name him John.' 

* Did I ? I had not the least recollection of it. I for- 
got all about him till he made himself heard this morning, 
and she wanted to know whether he was boy or girl.' 

* A son and heir,' said John, glad to see the young father 
able to look gratified. 

* Well, it is the best name ; I hope she will like it. But, 
hollo, John, where did you drop from ? ' as it suddenly oc- 
curred to him to be surprised. 

' I came home on some business of Fotheringham's. I 
landed early yesterday, and came up from Southampton.' 

* A fine state of things to come to,' sighed Arthur. * But 
you will not go away ? ' 

' Certainly not, till she is better.' 

* Ah I you were always fond of her ; you appreciated her 
from the first. There is no one whom I should have liked so 
well to have here.' Then, with a pause, he added, in a tone 
of deep feeling : * John, you might well give me that warn- 
ing about making her happy ; but, indeed, I meant to do so ; ' 
and his eyes filled with tears. 

^ As far as affection could go, you have done so,' said 
John, * or you could not have recalled her to life now.' 

* You little know,' said Arthur, sadly ; * Heaven knows 
it was not want of affection; but I never guessed what sho 
underwent. Sarah tells me she spent hours in tears, though 
she would never allow them to be noticed.' 

* Poor Violet I But what could be her trouble ? ' 

' Her household affairs seem to have overpowered her, 
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and I never would attend to them ; little thinking how she 
let them prey upon her. I never thought of her being 
lonely ; and her sweet, bright face, and uncomplaining ways 
never reminded me. There never was any one like her ; she 
was too good for me, too good to live, that is the truth ; and 
now I must lose her I ' 

' Do not think so, Arthur ; do not give way. The get- 
ting through this night is' more than could have been hoped. 
Happiness is often the best cure ; and if she is able to take 
so much pleasure in you, and in the child, it is surely a hope- 
ful sign.' . 

*So they said; that her noticing the child made them 
think better of her. If she can but get over it, she shall 
see. But you will stay with me, John,* said he, as if he 
clung to the support. 

* That I will, thank you. I could not bear to go. I 
can sleep in Belgrave Square, if you want my room for her 
mother.' 

* We shall see- how it is by post-time. I tried whether 
it would rouse her to tell her I would write to Mrs. Moss, 
but she took no heed, and the old nurse looked daggers at me.' 

He was interrupted ; Violet had wakened in an alarm- 
ing fit oi trembling, imploring to be told why he was angry, 
and whether he would ever come back. 

So glimmered the feeble ray of life throughout the day ; 
and when th^ post went out, the end was apparently so near 
that it was thought in vain to send for Mrs. Moss ; whom 
Arthur shrank from seeing, when it should be too late. He 
was so completely overwhelmed with distress, that in the 
short intervals he spent out of the sick-room, it was his 
brother's whole work to cheer and sustain him sufficiently 
to perform those offices, which Violet was incapable of re- 
ceiving froi^ any one else. 

It was no wonder he broke down ; for it was a piteous 
sight to see that fair young mother, still a child in years, 
and in her exhausted state of wavering consciousness, alive 
only through her fond affections ; gleams of perception, and 
momentary flashes of life, called forth only by her husband, 
or by the meanings of the little frail babe, which seemed to 
have as feeble and precarious a hold of life as herself. T-he . 
doctors told John that they were haunted through the day 
by the remembrance of her face, so sweet, even in insensi- 
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bilioy, and so very lovely, when the sound of her babe's voioo; 
ior a moment, lighted up the features. Their anxiety for 
her was intense ; ,and if this was the case with strangers, 
what must it not have been for her husband, to whom every 
delirious murmur was an unconscious reproach, and who had 
no root of strength within himself The acuteness of his 
grief, and his effectiveness as a nurse, were such as to sur- 
prise his brother, who only now perceived how much warmth 
<)f heart had been formerly stifled in a cold, ungenial home. 

Sustained from hour to hour by his unremitting care, 
she did, however, struggle through the next three days; 
and at last came a sounder sleep, and a wakening so tran- 
quil, that Arthur did not perceive it, till he saw, in the dim 
lamplight, those dark eyes calmly fixed upon him. The 
cry of the infant was heard, and she begged for it, fondling 
it, and murmuring over it with a soft inarticulate sound of 
happiness. 

' You purr like an old cat over her kitten,' said Arthur, 
longing to see her smile once more ; and he was not disap- 
pointed ; it was a bright, contented, even joyous smile, that 
played on the colourless features, and the eyes beamed softly 
on him, as she said, * Kiss him, papa.' 

He would have done anything for her at that moment,- 
and another bright look rewarded him. 

^ Does mamma know about this dear little baby 1 ' she 
said, presently. 

*"Yes, dearest, I have written every day. She sends 
you her love,' and as Violet murmured something of ' dear 
mamma,' — __ 

* Do you wish to have her here ? ' 
. ' J^o, indeed, I don't wish it now,' said Violet ; * you do 
make me so very happy.' 

She was returning to her full self, with all her submis- 
sion to his will, and in fact she did not wish for any change ; 
her content in his attention was so complete, so peaceful, 
that in her state of weakness there was an instinctive dread 
of breaking the charm. To lie still, her babe beside her, 
and Arthur watching her, was the perfect repose of felicity, 
and imperceptibly her faculties were, one by one, awakening. 
Her thoughtfulness for others had revived; Arthur had 
been giving her some nourishment^ and for the first time she 
had taken it with relish, when it so chanced that the light 
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fell for a moment on his face, and she was startled by per* 
ceiving the effects of anxiety and want of sleep. In vain he 
asstlred her there was nothing the matter. She accused her- 
self of havinff been exacting and selfish, and would not be 
•omforted till he had promised to take a good night's rest. 
He left her, at length, nearly asleep, to carry the tidings to 
his brother, and enjoy his look of heartfelt rejoicing. Never 
had the two very dissimilar brothers felt so much drawn 
together ; and as John began as usual to wait on him, and 
to pour out his coffee, he said, as he sat down wearied, 
' Thank you, John ; I can't think what would have become 
of me without you ! ' 

' My father would have come to you if I had not been 
here.' 

* Where's his letter — I forgot all about it. Is there none 
from Theodora ? ' 

* No ; I suppose she waited for further accounts.' 
Arthur began reading his father's letter ; * Very kind I 

a very kind Ifetter indeed ! ' said he, warmly. " Earned so 
high a place in our regard — ^her sweetness and engaging 
qualities,' — I must keep that to show her. This is very 
kind, too, about what it must be to me. I did not think he 
had appreciated her so well ! ' 

* Yes, indeed, he did,' said John. * This is what he says 
to me. * Never have I seen one more gentle and engag- 
ing, and I feel sure she would have gained more on^our 
affections every day, and proved herself a treasure to the 
family.' ' 

That is right,' said Arthur. * He will get io know her 
well when they come to London I I'll write to him to-mor- 
row and thank him, and say, no need for him to come now ! 
' Hopes his grandson will live to be a comfort to me ! ' and 
Arthur could not help laughing. 

* Well, I am not come to that yet I ' 

' He is much pleased at its being a son,' said John. 

* Poor little mortal ! ' said Arthur, ' if he means to be a 
comfort I wish he would stop that 4ismal little wail — have 
one good squall and have done with it. He will worry his 
mother and ruin all now she takes more notice. So here's 
Mrs. Moss's letter. I could not open it this morning, and I 
have been inventing messages to Violet from her — poor 
woman ! I have some good news for her now. It is all 
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about coining, but Violet says she does not want her. I 
can't read it all, my eyes are so weak ! Violet said they 
were bloodshot,' and he began to examine them in the glass. 

* Yes, you are not equal to much more nursing ; you are 
quite done for.' 

* I am !.' said Arthur, stretching. * I'm off to bed, as 
she begged me ; but the worst is over now ! We shall do 
very well when Theodora comes ; and if she has a taste for 
the boy, she and Violet will make friends over him, — ^good 
night.' 

With a long yawn, Arthur very stiffly walked up stairs, 
where Sarah stood at the top waiting for him. * Mrs. Mar- 
tindale is asleep, sir; you had best not go in,' said she. ^ I 
have "histde up a bed in your dressing-room, and you'd best 
not. be lying down in your clothes, but take a good sleep 
right out, or you'll be fit for nothing next. I'll see and call 
if she wants you.' 

' Thank you, Sarah ; I wonder how long you have been 
up ; you will be fit for nothing next.' 

^ It don't hurt me,* said Sarah, in disdain ; and as Ar- 
thur shut his door, she murmured to herself, ^ I'm not that 
sort to be knocked up with nothing ; but he is an easy kind- 
spoken gentleman after all. I'll never forget what he has 
done for missus. There is not so much harm in him neither ; 
he is nothing but a great big boy as ought to be ashamed of 
hisself.' 

The night passed off well ; Violet, with a great exertion 
of self-command, actually composed herself on awaking in 
one of her nervous fits of terror ; prevented his being calle'd ; 
and fairly deserved all the fond praise he lavished on her in 
the morning for having been so good a child. 

* You must not call me child now,' said she, with a happy 
little pride. * I must be wiser now.' 

< Shall I call you the prettiest and youngest mamma in 
England ? ' 

« Ah ! I am too young and foolish. I wish I was quite 
seventeen ! ' 

< Have you been awake long 1 ' 

« Yes ; but so comfortable. I have been thinking about 
baby's name.' 

f Too late, Violet ; they named him John : they say I 

desired it.' 
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* What ! was he obliged to be baptized ? Is be so deli 
oate ? Oh Arthur ! tell me ; I know he is tiny, but I did 
not think he was ill.' 

Arthur tried to soothe her with assurances of his well- 
doing, and the nurse corroborated them; but though she 
tried to believe, she was not pacified, and would not let her 
treasure' be taken from within her arms, till Mr. Harding 
arrived — his morning visit having been hastened by a de- 
spatch from Arthur, who feared that she would suflfer for her 
anxiety^. She asked so many questions that he, who, last 
night had seen her too weak to U)ok up or speak, was quite 
'taken by surprise. By a little Exceeding the truth, he did 
at length satisfy her. mind ; but after this there was an altera- 
tion in her manner with her baby; it was not only the mere 
caressing, there was a sort of reverence, and look of reflec- 
tion as she contemplated him, such as made Arthur once 
ask, what she could be studying in that queer little red vis- 
age? 

' I was thinking how very good he is ! ' was her simple 
answer ; and Arthur's smile by no means comprehended her " 
meaning. 

Her anxious mind retarded her recovery, and Arthur's 
unguarded voice on the stairs having revealed to her that a 
guest was in the house, led to inquiries, and an endless train 
of fears, lest Mr. Majtindale should be uncomfortable and 
uncared for. Her elasticity of mind had been injured by 
her long course of care, and she could not shake off the 
household anxieties that revived as she became able to 
think. ' 

Indeed there were things passing that would have greatly 
astonished her. Sarah had taken the management of every- 
thing, including her master ; and with iron composure and 
rigidity of demeanour, delighted in teazing him by giving 
him a taste of some of. the cares he had left her mistress to 
endure. First came an outcry for keys. They were sup- 
posed to be in a box, and when that was found, its key was 
missing. Again Arthur turned out the unfortunate drawer, 
and only spared the workbox on John's testifying that it 
was not there, and suggesting Violet's watch chain, where 
he missed it, and Sarah found it ; and then, with imperturb- 
able precision, in spite 9f his attempts to escape, stood over 
Uim, and made him unlock and give out everything himsel£ 
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* If things was wrong,' she said, * it was her business that he 
should see it was not owing to her.* 

Arthur was generally indifferent to what he ate or drank, 
— the reaction, perhaps, of the luxury of his home ; ^ut 
having had a present of some peculiar trout from Captain 
Fitzlmgh, and being, as an angler, a connoisseur in fish, 
many were his exclamations at detecting that those which 
were served up at breakfast were nqt the individuals sent. 

Presently,^ in the sil6nce of the house, John heard tones 
gradually rising on the stairs, till Arthur's voice waxed loud 
and wrathful. * You mighj as well say they were red her- 
rings. 

Something shrill ensued, cut short by *Mrs. Martindale 
does as she pleases. Send up Captain Fitzhugh's trout.' 
A loud reply, in a higher key. 

* Don't tell me of the families where you have lived — 
the trout ! ' 

Here John's hand was laid upon his arm, with a sign 
towards his wife's room ; whereupon he ran down stairs, 
driving the cook before him. 

Soon he came hastily up, storming about the woman's 
impertinence, and congratulating himself on having paid her 
wages and got rid of her. 

J'ohn asked what was tobe done next ? and was diverted 
with his crest-fallen looks, when asked what was to become 
of Violet. 

However, when Sarah was consulted, she gravely replied, 
< She thought as how she could contrive till Mrs. Martin- 
dale was about again ; ' and the corners of her mouth relaxed 
into a ghastly smile, as she replied, * Yes, sir,' in answer to 
her master's adjurations to keep the dismissal a secret from 
Mrs. Martindale. 

i ^y I ' said John, * I wish you joy of having to tell her 
what revolutions you have made.' 

I I'll take care of that, if the women will only hold their 

*^ r£\xey were as guarded as he could wish, seeing as plainly- 
, did how fretting over her household matters prolonged 
^ ^tate ^of weakness. It was a tedious recovery, and she 
^^ not able even to receive a visit from John till the morn- 
7^*^ when ^^^ cough, always brought on by London air, 
* bfi^ed him reluctantly to depart. 
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He found her on the sofa, wrapped in shawls, her hair 
smoothed back under a cap; her shady, dark eyes still 
softer from languor, and the exquisite outline of her fair, 
pallid features looking as if it was cut out in ivory against 
the white pillows. She welcomed him with a pleased smile ; 
but he started back, and flushed as if from pain, and his 
hand trembled as he pressed hers, then turned away and 
coughed. 

* Oh, I am sorry your cough is so bad,' said she. 

* Nothing to signify,' he replied, recovering. * Thank 
you for letting me come to see. you. I hope you are not 
tired ? ' 

* Oh, no, thank you. Arthur carried, me so nicely, and 
baby is so good this morning.' 

* Where is he ? I was going to ask for him.' 

* In the next room. I want to show him to yoU, but ho 
is asleep.' 

* A happy circumstance,' said Arthur, who was leaning 
over the back of her sofa. * No one else can get in a word 
when that gentleman is awake.' 

' Now, Arthur, I wanted his uncle to see him, and say 
if he is not grown.' 

^ Never mind, Violet,' said Arthur. * Nurse vouches for 
it, that the child, who was put through his mother's wedding 
ring, grew up to be six feet high ! ' 
• * Now, Arthur I you know it was only her bracelet.' 

* Well, then, our boy ought to be twelve feet high ; for 
if you had not stuffed him out with long clothes, you might 
put' two of him through your bracelet.' 

* If nurse would but have measured him ; but she said it 
was unlucky.' 

* She would have no limits to her myths ; however, he 
may make a show in the world by the time John comes to 
the christening.' 

^ Ah ! ' said Violet, with a sweet, timid expression, and a 
shade of red just tinting her cheek as she turned to John, 
* Arthur said I should ask you to be his godfather.' 

^ My first godchild ! ' said John. * Thank you, indeed ; 
you could hardly have given me » greater pleasure.' 

* Thank you,' again said Violet. * I like so much for 
you to have him, — ^you who,' she hesitated, unable to say 
the right words, '• who did it before his papa or I saw the 
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little fellow ; ' tben pausing — * Oh, Mr. Martindale, Sarah 
told me all about it, and I have been longing to thank you, 
only I can't ; ' and her eyes filling with tears, she put her 
hand into his, glancing at the cathedral cup, which was 
placed on the mantelshelf. * It was so kind of you to take 
that.' . 

* I thought you would like it,' said John ; * and it was 
the most ecclesiastical thing I could find.' 

* I little thought it would be my Johnnie's font ; ' said 
Violet, softly. 

^ I shall always feel that I have a share in him beyond 
my fellow-sponsors.' 

* 0, yes, he belongs to you,' said Violet ; * besides, his 
other godfather will only be Colonel Harrington, and his 
godmother — you have written to ask your sister, have you 
not, Arthur.?' 

'I'd as soon ask Aunt Nesbit,' exclaimed Arthur. * I 
do believe one cares as much as the other.' 

' You must send for me when you are well enough to 
take him to church,' said John. 

* That I will. I wish you could stay for it. He will 
be a month old to-morrow week, but it may wait, I hope, 
till I can go with him. I must soon get down stairs 
again ! ' 

* Ah ! you will find the draught trap mended,' said 
Arthur. * Brown set to work on it, and the doors shut as 
tight as a new boot.' 

* I am often amuslft to see Brown scent out and pursue 
a draught,' said John. 

* I have been avoiding Brown ever since Friday,' said 
Arthur ; * when he met me with a serious ' Captain Martin- 
dale, sir,' and threatened me with your being laid up for the 
year if I kept you here, t told him it was his fault for let- 
ting you come home so early, and condoled with him on your 
insubordination.' 

* Ah ! Violet does not know what order Sarah keeps you 
in ! ' retorted John. 

* I am afraid you have both been very uncomfortable ! ' 

^ No, not in the least ; Sarah is a paragon, I assure 
you.' 

' She has been very kind to me, but so has every one. 
No one was ever so well nursed I You must know what a 
perfect nurse Arthur is ! ' 
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Arthur laughed* * John ! Why he would as soon be 
nursed by a monkey as by me. There he lies on a perfect 
bank of pillows, coughs whenever you speak to him, and only 
wants to get rid of every one but Brown. Nothing but con- 
sideration for Brown induces him to allow my father or Per- 
cy Fotheringham now and then to sit up.' 

* A comfortable misanthropical picture,* said John, * but 
rather too true. You see, Violet, what talents you have 
brought out.' 

Violet was stroking her husband's hand, and looking 
very proud and happy. * Only I was so selfish I Does not 
he look, very pale still ? ' 

That is not your fault so much as that of some one 
else,' said *John. * Some one who declares smoking cigars 
in his den down stairs refreshes him more than a sensible 
walk.' 

* Of course,' said Arthur, * it 4s only ladies, and men, 
who have nursed themselves as long as you have, who ever 
go out for a constitutional.' 

* He will be on duty to-morrow,' said Violet, * and so he 
will be obliged to go out.' 

^ And you will write to me, Violet ? ' said John, *" when 
you are ready. I wish I could expect to hear how you get 
on, but it is in vain to hope for letters from Arthur.' 

* I know,' said Violet ; ^ but only think how good he has 
been to write to tnamma for me. I was so proud when he 
brought me the letter to sign.' 

' Have you any message, for me to take ? ' said John, 
rising. > 

' No, thank yoii— only to thank Lord and Lady Martin- 
dale for their kind messages. And oh ' — ^but checking her- 
self — * No, you wont see them.' 

'Whom?' 

< Lady Elizabeth and Emma. - I had such a kind letter 
from them. So anxious about me, and begging me to let 
some one write ; and I'm afraid they'll think it neglectful ; 
but I turn giddy if I sit up, and when I can write, the first 
letter must be for mamma. So if there is any communica- 
tion with Eickworth, could you let them know that I am 
getting better, and thank them very much.' 

* Certainly. I will not fail to let them know. Good 
bye, Violet, I am glad to have seen you.' 
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* Good bye. I hope your cough will be better ' said 
Violet. 

He retained her hand a moment, looked at her fixedly, 
the sorrowful expression returned, and he hastened away in 
silence. 

Arthur followed, and presently comingback, said, * Poor 
John I You put him so much in mind of Helen.' - 

' Poor Mr. Martindale ! ' exclaimed Violet. ^ Am t like 
her?' . ^ 

' Not a bit,' said Arthur. ' Helen had light hair and 
eyes, a fat sort of face, and no pretence to be pretty — a 
downright sort of person, not what you would fancy Jdin's 
taste. If any one else had compared you, it would have 
been no compliment; but he told me you had reminded 
him of her from the first, and now your white cheeks and 
sick dress recalled her illness do much, that he could hardly 
bear it. But don't go and cry about it.' 

* No, I wont,' said Violet, submissively ; * but I am 
afraid it did not suit him for us to be talking nonsense. It 
is so very sad.' 

* Poor John I so it is,' said Arthur, looking at her, as if 
beginning to realize what his brother had lost. ' However, 
she was not his wife, though, after all, they were almost as 
much attached. He has not got over it in the least. This 
is the first time I have known him speak of it, and he could 
not get out her name.' 

' It is nearly two years ago.' 

' Nearly. She died in June. It was that cold late sum- 
mer, and her funeral was in the middle of a hail storm, hor- 
ridly chilly.' 

* Where was she buried ? ' 

* At Brogden. Old Mr. Fotheringham was buried there, 
and she was brought there. I came home for it. What a 
day it was — ^the hail-stones standing on the grass, and I 
shall never forget poor John's look — all shivering and shrunk 
up together.' He shivered at the bare remembrance. ' It 
put the finishing touch to the damage he had got by staying 
in England with her all the winter. By night he was frisht- 
f ally ill — inflammation worse than ever. Poor John 1 That 
old curmudgeon of a grandfather has much to answer for, 
though you ought to be grateful to him, Violet ; for I sup- 
pose it will end in that boy of yours being his lordship soma 
time or other.' 

VOL. I. — 6 
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The next morning was a brisk one with Violet. She 
wished Arthur not to be anxious about leaving her, and hav- 
ing by no means ceased to think it a treat to see him in uni- 
form, she gloried in bein^ carried to her sofa by so grand 
and soldierly a figure, and uttered her choicest sentence of 
satisfaction — * It is like a story I ' while his epaulette was 
scratching her cheek. 

* I don't know how to trust you to your own silly de- 
vices,' said be, laying her down, and lingering to settle her 
pillows^ and shawls. 

* Wise ones,' said she. ^ I have so much to do. •* There's 
baby — and there's Mr. Harding to come, and I want to see 
the cook — and I should not wonder if I wrote to mamma. 
So you see 'tis woman's work, and you'd better not bring 
your red coat home too soon, or you'll have to finish the let- 
ter ! ' she added, with saucy sweetness. 

On his return, he found her spread all over with papers, 
her little table by her side, with the drawer pulled out. 

* Ha ! what mischief are you up to ? You have not got 
at those abominable accounts again ? ' 

* I beg your pardon,' said she, humbly. * Nurse would 
not let me speak to the cook, but said instead I might write 
to mamma ; so I sent for my little table, but I found the 
drawer in such disorder, that I was setting it to rights. Who 
can have meddled with it ? ' 

* I can tell you that,' said Arthur. * I ran against it, 
and it came to grief, and there was a spread of all your 
goods and chattels on the floor.' 

' Oh 1 I am so glad ! I was afraid some of the servants 
had been at it.' 

' What ! aren't you in a desperate fright ? All your 
secrets displayed, like a story, as you are so fond of saying 
— ^what's the name of it — ^where the husband, no, it was the 
wife, fainted away, and broke open the desk with her head.' 

* My dear Arthur ! ' and Violet laughed so much that 
nurse in the nexfroom foreboded that he would tire her. 

' ' I vow it was so ! Out came a whole lot of letters from 
the old love, a colonel in the peninsula that her husband had 
never heard of, — an old lawyer he was.' 

* The husband ? What made her marry him ? ' 

' They were all ruined horse and foot, and the old love 
was wounded, kilt^ or disposed, of, till he turned up, married 
to her best friend,' 
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' What became of her ? 

* I forget — th«re was a poisoning and a paralytic stroke 
in it,' 

* Was there ? How delightful ! How I should like to 
read it. What was its name 1 ' 

* I don't remember. It was a green railway book. 
Theodbra made me read it, and I should know it again if I 
saw it. 1*11 look out for it, and you'll find I was right about 
her head. But how now 1 Haven't you fainted away all 
this time ? ' 

*No; why should I?' 

* How do you know what I may have discovered in 
your papers? Are you prepared? It is no laughing 
matter,' added he, in a Blue Beard tone, and drawing out 
the paper of calculations, he pointed to the tear marks. 
* Look here. What's this, I say, what's this, you naughty 
child?' 

* I am sorry I it was very silly,' whispered Violet, in a 
contrite, ashamed way, shrinking back a little. 

* What business had you to break your heart over these 
trumpery butchers and bakers and candlestick makers?' 

* Only candles, dear Arthur,' said Violet, meekly, as if 
in extenuation. 

* But what on earth could you find to cry about ? ' 

* It was very foolish ! but I was in such a dreadful puz- 
zle. I could not make' the cook's accoiint and mine agree, 
and I wanted to be sure whether she really — '- 

* Cheated 1 ' exclaimed Arthur. * Well, that's a bless- 
ing?' 

* What is ? ' asked the astonished Violet. 

' That I have cleared the house of tha:t intolerable 
woman ! ' 

* The cook gone !' cried Violet, starting, so that her papers 
slid away, and Arthur shuffled them up in his hand in re- 
newed confusion. * The cook really gone ! Oh ! I am so 
glad ! ' 

* Capital I ' cried Arthur. * There was John declaring 
you would be in despair to find your precious treasure gone.' 

« Oh 1 I never was more glad I Bo tell me I Why did 
she go?' 

< I had a skrimmage with her aboUt some trout Fitzhugh 
sent, which I verily believe she ate herself.' 
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* Changed with the fishmonger 1 ' 

^ I dare say. She sent us- in some good-for-nothing 
wretches, all mud, and vowed these were stale — ^then grew 
impertinent.' 

< And talked about the first families ? ' 

' Exactly so ; and when it came to telling me Mrs. Mar- 
tindale was her mistress, I could stand no more. I paid her 
her wages, ^d recommended her to make herself scarce.' 

« When did it happen?' 

' Rather more than a fortnight ago.' 

Yiolet laughed heartily. ^ 0-ho 1 there's the reason nurse 
scolds if I dare to ask to speak to the cook. And, oh I how 
gravely Sarah said ' yes, ma'am,' to all my messages I How 
Very funny I But how have we been living 1 When I am 
having nice things all day long, and giving so much trouble I i 
Oh dear ! How uncomfortable you must have bedn, and 
your brother too I"* 

' Am I not always telling you to the contrary ? Sarah 
made every thing look as usual, and I suspect Brown lent a 
helping hand. John said, the coffee was made in some pe- 
culiar way Brown learnt in the East, and never practises 
unless John is very ill , or they are in some uncivilized place ; 
but he told me to ''take no notice, lest Brown should think it 
infra dig,^ 

^ I'm afraid he thought this an uncivilized place. But 
what a woman Sarah is 1 She has all the work of the houscj 
and yet she seems to me to be here as much as nurse 1 ' 

^ She has got the work of ten horses in her, with the face 
of a death's head, and the voice of a walking sepulchre ! ' 

' But isn't she a thorough good creature 1 I can't think 
what will become of me without her I It will be like part- 
ing with a friend.' 

^ What would you part with her for ? I thought she was 
the sheet-anchor.' 

' That she is ; but she wont stay where there are children. 
She told me so long ago, and only stayed because I begged 
her for the present. She will go when I am well.' 

* Better give double wages to keep her,' said Arthur. 

^ I'd do anything I could, but I'm afraid. I was quite 
dreading the getting about again, because I should have to 
lose Sarah, and to do something or other with that woman.' 

* What possessed you to keep her ? ' v^ 
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* I wasn't sure about her. Your aunt recommended her, 
9,nd I thought you might not like — and at first I did not 
know what things ought to cost, nor how long they ought to 
last ; and that was what I did sums for. Then, when I did 
prove it, I saw only dishonesty in the kitchen, and extrava- 
gance and mismanagement of my own ! ' 

^ So the little goose sat and cried ! ' 

^ I could not help it. I felt I was doing wrong ; that 
was the terrible part ; and I am glad you know the worst. 
I have been very weak and silly, and wasted your money 
sadly, and I did not know how to help it ; and that was 
what made me so miserable. And now, dear Arthur, only 
say you overlook my blunders, and indeed I'll try to -do 
better.' 

* Overlook I The only thing I don't know how to forgive 
is your having made yourself so ill with this nonsense.' 

* I can't be sorry for that,' said Violet, smiling, though 
the tears came. ' That has been almost all happiness. I 
shall have the heart to try more than ever — and I have 
some experience ; and now that cook is gone, I really shall 
get on.' ^ 

* Promise me you'll never go bothering yourself for 
nothing another time. l?ake it easy I That's, the only way 
to get through the world.' 

* Ah ! I will never be so foolish again. I shall never be 
afraid to make you attend to my difficulties.^ 

^ Afraid ! That was the silliest pari of all 1 But here 
— will you have another hundred a year at once ? and then 
there'll be no trouble.' 

* Thank you, thank you I How kind of you I But do 
you know, I should like to try with what I have. I see it 
might be made to do, and I want to conquer the difficulty ; 
if I can't, I will ask you for more.' 

^ Well, that may be best. I could hardly spare a hun- 
dred pounds without giving up one of the horses ; and I 
want to see you riding again.' 

' Besides, this illness must have cost you a terrible quan- 
tity of money. But I dare say I shall find the outgoings 
nothing to what the cook made them.' And she was taking 
up the accounts, when he seized them, crumpling them in hia 
hand. ' Nonsense ! Let them alone, or I shall put them in 
the fire at once.' 
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* Oh, don't do that, pray ! ' cried she, starting, * or I shall 
be ruined ! Oh, pray I ' 

* Very well ; ' and rising, and making a long arm, he de- 
posited them on the top of a high wardrobe. * There's the 
way to treat obstinate women. You may get them down 
when you can go after them — I shan't.' 

* Ah ! there's baby awake ! ' 

' So, I shall go after that book at thelibrary ; and then 
I've plenty to tell you of enquiries for Mrs. Martindale. 
Good bye, again.' 

.Violet received her babe into her arms with a languid 
long-drawn sigh, as of one wearied out with happiness. ^ That 
he should have heard my confession, and only pet me the 
more ! Foolish, wasteful thing that I am. Oh, babe 1 if I 
could only make you grow and thrive, no One would ever be 
so happy as your mamma ! ' 

Perhaps she thought so still more some hours later, when 
she awoke from a long sleep, and saw Arthur reading Emilia 
Wyndham^ and quite ready to defend his assertion that the 
wife broke open the desk with her head. . 



CHAPTER III. 

But there was one fairy who was offended becanse she was not Invited to the 
GhristenlDg.— MoTHXs Bunch. 

Theodora had spent the winter in trying not to think of 
her brother. 

She read, she tried experiments, she taught at the school, 
she instructed the dumb boy, talked to the curate, and took 
her share of such county gaieties as were not beneath the 
house of Martindale ; but at every tranquil moment came 
the thought, * What are Arthur and his wife doing ? ' 

There were rumours of the general admiration of Mrs. 
Martindale, whence she deduced vanity and extravagance ; 
but she heard nothing more till Jane Gardner, a correspond- 
ent, who persevered in spite of scanty and infrequent 
answers, mentioned her call on poor Mrs. Martindale, who, 
she said, looked sadly altered, unwell, and out of spirits. 



OR, THE brother's WIFE. 127 

Georgina had tried to persuade her to come out, but without 
success ; she ought to have some one with her, for she seem- 
ed to be a good deal alone, and no doubt it was trying ; but, 
of course she would soon have her mother with her. 

He leaves her alone-^he finds home dull ! Poor Arthur ! 
A moment of triumph was followed by another of compunc- 
tion, si9ce this was not a doll that he was neglecting, but a 
living creature, who could feel pain. But the anticipation 
of meeting Mrs. Moss, after all those vows against her, and 
the idea of seeing his house filled with vulgar relations, 
hardened Theodora against the wife, who had thus gained 
her point. 

Thas came the morning, when her father interrupted 
breakfast with an exclamation of dismay, and John's tidings 
were communicated. 

I wish I had been kind to her ! shot across Theodora's 
mind with acute pain, and the image of Arthur in grief 
swallowed up everything else. * I will go with you, papa — 
you will go at once ! ' 

* Poor young thing I ' said Lord Martindale ; * she was 
as pretty a creature as I ever beheld, and I do believe, as 
good. Poor Arthur, I am glad he has John with him.' 

Lady Martindale wondered how John came there, — and 
remarks ensued on his imprudence in risking a spring in 
England. To Theodora this seemed indifference to Arthur's 
distress, and she impatiently urged her father to take her to , 
him at once. 

He would not have delayed had Arthur been alone ; but 
since John was there, he thought their sudden arrival might 
be more encumbering than consoling, and decided to wait 
for a further account, and finish affairs that he could not 
easily leave. 

Theodora believed no one but herself could comfort 
Arthur, and was exceedingly vexed. She chafed against 
her father for attending to his business — against her mother 
for thinking of John ; and was in charity with no one except 
Miss Piper, who came out of Mrs. Nesbit's room red with • 
swallowing down tears, and with the under lady's-maid, who 
could not help begging to hear if Mrs. Martindale was so 
ill, for Miss Standaloft said, ' My lady had been so nervous 
and hysterical in her own room, that she had been forced to 
give her camphor and sal volatile.' ^ 
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Never had Theodora been more surprised than to hear 
this of the mother whom she only knew as calm, majestic, 
and impassible. With a sadden impulse, she hastened to 
her room. She was with Mrs. Nesbit, and Theodora follow- 
ing, found her reading aloud, without a trace of emotion. 
No doubt it was a figment of Miss Standaloft, and there 
was a side-long glance of satisfaction in her aunt's eyes^ 
which made Theodora so indignant, that she was obliged to 
retreat without a word. 

Her own regret and compassion for so young a creature 
thus cut off were warm and keen, especially when the next 
post brought a new and delightful hope, the infant, of whose 
life John had yesterday despaired, was said to be improying. 
Arthur's child I Here was a possession for Theodora, an 
object for the affections so long yearning for something to 
love. She would bring it home, watch over it, educate it, 
be all the world to Arthur, doubly so for his son*s sake. 
She dreamt of putting his child into his arms, and bidding 
him live for it, and awoke clasping the pillow 1 

What were her feelings when she heard Violet was out 
of danger ? For humanity's sake, and for Arthur's, she re- 
joiced ; but it was the downfall of a noble edifice. How 
that silly young mother would spoil the poor child ! ' 

* My brothers' had always been mentioned in Theodora^s. 
prayer, from infancy. It' was the plural number, but the 
strength and fervency of petition were reserved for one ; 
and with him she now joined the name of his child. But 
how pray for the son without the mother? It was positively 
a struggle ; for Theodora had a horror of mockery and for- 
mality ; but the duty was too clear, the evil which made it 
distasteful too evident, not to be battled with ; she remem- 
bered that she ought to pray for all mankind, even those 
who had injured her, and^ on these terms, she added her 
brother's wife. It was not much from her heart ; a small 
beginning, but still it was a beginning, that might be blessed 
in time. 

. Lord Martindale wished the family to have gone to Lon- 
don immediately, but Mrs. Nesbit set herself against any 
alteration in their plans being made for the sake of Arthur^s 
wife. They were to have gone only in time for the first 
drawing-room, and she treated as a personal injury the pro- 
posal to leave her sooner than had been originally intended : 
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making her niece so unliappj, that Lord Martindale had to 
yield. John's stay in London was a subject of much anxie- 
ty ; and while Mrs. Nesbit treated it as an absurd trifling 
with his own health, and his father reproached himself for 
being obliged to leave Arthur ,to him, Theodora suffered 
from complicated jealousy. Arthur seemed to want John 
more than her, John risked himself in London, in order to 
be with Arthur and his wife. 

She was very eager for his coming ; and when she ex- 
pected the return of the carriage which was sent to meet 
him at the Whitford station, she betook herself to the lodge, 
intending him to pick her up there, that she might skim^the 
cream of his information. 

The carriage appeared, but' it seemed empty. That dig- 
nified, gentlemanly personage, Mr. Brown, alighted from 
the box, and advanced with affability, replying to her aston- 
ished query, * Mr. Martindale desired me to say he should 
be at home by dinner-time, ma'am. He left the train at the 
Enderbury station, and is gone round by Rickworth Priory, 
with a message from Mrs. Martindale to Lady Elizabeth 
Brandon.' 

• Theodora stood transfixed; and Brown, a confidential 
and cultivated person, thought she waited for more infor- 
mation. 

^, Mr. Martindale has not much cough, ma'am, and I 
hope, coming out of London will remove it entirely. I think 
it was chiefly excitement and anxiety that brought on a re- 
currence of it, for his health is decidedly improved. He 
desired me to mention that Mrs. Martindale is much better. 
She is on the sofa to-day for the first time ; and he saw her 
before leaving.' 

' Bo you know how the little boy is 1 ' Theodora could 
not help asking. 

< He is a little stronger, thank you, ma'am,' said Brown, 
with much interest ; ^ he has cried less these last few days. 
He is said to be extremely like Mrs. Martindale.' 

Brown remounted to his place, the carriage drove on, and 
Theodora impetuously walked along the avenue. 

^ That man is insufferable ! Extremely like Mrs. Mar- 
tindale I Servants' gossip ! How could I go and ask him ? 
John has perfectly spoilt a good servant in him 1 But John 
spoils everybody. The notion of that girl sending him on 
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her messages I John, who is treated like something sacred 
by my father and mother themselves ! Those damp Kick- 
worth meadows ! How could Arthur allow it 7 It would 
serve him right if he was to marry Emma Braudon 
after all I' 

She would not go near her mother, lest she should give 
her aunt the pleasure of hearing where he was gone ; but as 
she was coming down, dressed for dinner, she met her father 
in the hall, uneasily asking a servant whether Mr. Martin* 
dale was come. . 

' Arthur^s wife has sent him with a message to Kick- 
worth,' she said. 

* John ? You don't mea^ it. You have not seen him ? ' 

* No ; he went round that way, and sent Brown home. 
He said he should be here by dinner-time, but it is very 
late. Is it not a strange proceeding of hers, to be sending 
him about the country ? ' * ^ 

' I don't understand it. Where's Brown ? ' 

' Here's a fly comiug up the avenue. He is come at 
last.' 

Lord Martindale hastened down the steps ; Theodora 
came no further than the door, in so irritated a state that 
she did not like John's cheerf\il alacrity of step and greet- 
ing. ^ She is up to-day, shcvis getting better,' were the first 
words she heard. * Well, Theodora, how are you ? ' and he 
kissed her with more warmth than she returned. 

^ Did I hear you had been to Kickworth 7 ' said his 
father. 

* Yes ; I sent word by Brown. Poor Violet is still so 
weak that she cannot write, and the Brandons have been 
anxious about her ; so she asked me to let them know how 
she was, if I had the opportunity, and I came round that 
way. I wanted to know when they go to Loudon; for 
though Arthur is as attentive as possible, I don't think 
Violet is in a condition to be left entirely to him. When do 
you go 1 ' 

* Not till the end of May — just before the drawing-room,* 
said Lord Martindale. 

* I go back when they can take the boy to church. Is 
my mother in the drawing-room ? I'll just speak to her, and 
dress — it is late, I see.' 

^ How well he seems,' said Lord Martindale, as John 
walked quickly on before. 
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^ There was a cough,* said Theodora. 

^ Yes ; but so cheerful. I have not seen him so animated 
for years. He must be better I * 

His mother was full of delight. ' Mj dear John, jou 
look so much better I Where have you been 1 ' 

' At Rickworth, I went to give Lady Elizabeth an ac- 
count of Violet. She is much better.* 

' And you have been after sunset in that river fog ! My 
dear John ! ' 

' There was no fog, and it was a most pleasant drive. I 
had no idea Rickworth was so pretty. Violet desired me to 
thank you for your kind messages. You should see her to- 
day, mother ; she would be quite a study for you ; she looks 
so pretty on her pillows, poor thing ! and Arthur is come out 
quite in a new character — as an excellent nurse.' 

* Poor thing! I am glad she is recovering,' said Lady 
Martindale, * It was very kind in you to stay with Arthur. 
I only hope you have not been hurting yourself.' 

' No, thank you ; I came away in time, I believe ; but I 
should have been glad to have stayed on, unless I made room 
for some one of more use to Violet.' 

* I wish you had come home sooner. We have had such 
a pleasant dinner-party. You would have liked to meet the 
professor.' 

It was not the first time John had been sensible that that 
drawing-room was no place for sympathy ; and he felt it the 
more now, because he had been living in such entire partici- 
pation of his brother's hopes and fears, that he could hardly 
suppose any one could be less interested in the mother and 
child in Cadogan-place. He came home, Wishing Theodora 
would go and relieve Arthur of some of the care Violet 
needed in her convalescence ; and he was much disappointed 
by her apparent indifference — in reality, a severe fit of per- 
verse jealousy. 

All dinner-time she endured a conversation on the sub- 
jects for which she least cared ; nay, she talked ardently 
about the past dinner-party, for the very purpose of prevent- 
ing John from suspecting that her anxiety had prevented 
her from enjoying it. And when she left the dining-room , 
she felt furious at knowing that now her father would have 
all the particulars to himself, so that none would transpire 
taher. 
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She longed so much to hear of Arthur and his child, that 
when John came into the drawing-room she could have 
asked 1 But he went to greet his aunt, who received him 
thus : 

* Well, I am glad to see you at last. Tou ought to have 
good reasons for coming to England for the May east winds, 
and then exposing yourself to them in London I ' 

' I hope I did not expose myself : I only went out three 
or four times.' 

' I know you are always rejoiced to be as little at home 
as possible.' 

* I could not be spared sooner, ma'am.' 

* Spared ? I think you have come out in a new capa- 
city I ' 

John never went to his aunt without expecting to undergo 
a penance. 

' I was sorry no one else could be with Arthur ; but 
being there, I could not leave him.' 

* And your mother tells me you are going back again ? ' 

* Yes, to stand -godfather.' 

^ To the son and heir, as they called him in the paper. 
I gave Arthur credit for better taste ; I suppose it was done 
by some of her connexions?' 

' I was that connexion,' said John. 

* Oh 1 I suppose you know what expectations you will 
raise ? ' 

John making no answer, she grew more angry. ' This 
one, at least, is never likely to be heir, from what I hear ; it 
is only surprising that it' is still alive.' 

How Theodora hung upon the answer, her very throat 
aching with anxiety ; but hardening her face because John 
looked towards her. 

* We were very much afraid for him at first,' he said ; 
' but they noiw think there is no reason he should not do 
well. He began to improve from the time she could attend 
to him.' 

A deep sigh from his mother startled John, and recalled 
the grief of his childhood— the loss of two young sisters who 
had died during her absence on the continent. He crossed 
over and stood near her,^ between her and his aunt, who, iii 
agitated haste to change the conversation, called out to ask 
her about some club-book. For once she did npt attend ; 
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and wbile Theodora came forward and oQSwered Mrs. Nesbit, 
she tremurously asked John if he had seen the child. 

' Only once, before he was an hour old. He was asleep 
when I came away ; and, as Arthur says, it is a serious thing 
to disturb him, he cries so much.' 

* A little low melancholy wailing,' she said, with a half 
-sob. But Mrs. Nesbit would not leave her at peace any 
longer, and her voice came beyond the screen of John's 
figure : — 

' Lady Martindale, my dear, have you done with those 
books ? They ought to be returned.' 

* Which, dedr aunt ? ' And Lady Martindale started up 
as if she had been caught off duty, and, with a manifest 
effort, brought her wandering thoughts back again to say 
which were read and which were unread. 

John did not venture to revert to a subject that affected 
his mother so strongly ; but he made another attempt upon 
his sister, when he could speak to her apart. * Arthur has 
been wondering not to hear from you.' 

* Every one has been writing,' she answered, coldly. 

' He wants some relief from his constant attendance,' 
continued John ; * J was afraid at first it would be too much 
for him, sitting up three nights consecutively, and even now 
he has not at all recovered his looks.' 

* Is he looking ill ? ' said Theodora, * 

/ He has gone through a great deal, and when she tries 
to make him go out, he only goes down to smoke. You 
would do a great deal of good if you were there.' 

Theodora would not reply. For Arthur to ask her to 
come and be godmother was the very thing she wished ; but 
she would not offer at John's bidding, especially when Ar- 
thur was more than ever devoted to his wife ; so she made 
no sign ; and John repented of having said so much, think- 
ing that, in such a humour, the farther she was from them 
the better. 

Yet what he had said might have worked, had not a his- 
tory of the circumstances of Violet's illness come round to 
her by way of Mrs. Nesbit. John had told his father; 
Lord Martindale told his wife ; Lady Martindale told her 
aUnt, under whose colouring the story reached Theodora, 
that Arthur's wife had been helpless and inefficient, had 
done nothing but cry over her household affairs, could not 
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bear to be left alone, and that the child's premature birth 
had been occasioned by a fit of hysterics because Arthur had 
gone out fishing. No wonder Theodora pitied the one bro- 
ther, and thought the other infatuated. To write to Arthur 
was out of the question ; and she could only look forward 
to consoling him when the time for London should come. 
Nor was she much inclined to compassionate John, when, as 
he said, the east wind — as his aunt said, the London fog — 
as she thought, the Bickworth meadows — brought on such 
an accession of cough that he was obliged to confine himself 
to his two rooms, where he felt unusually solitary. 

She went in one day to carry him the newspaper. * I am 
writing to Arthur,' he said, ^ to tell him that I shall not be 
able to be in London next Sunday ; do you like to put in a 
note?' 

' No, I thank you.' 

* You have no message ? ' 
*None.' 

He paused and looked at her. ^ I wish you would 
write,' he said. 'Arthur has been watching eagerly for 
your congratulaibion.' . 

' He does not give much encouragement,' said Theodora, 
moving to the door. 

' I wish he was a letter writer ! After being so long 
with them, I don't like hearing nothing more ; but his time 
has been so much engrossed, that he could hardly have writ- 
ten at first. I believe the first letter he looked for was from 
you.' 

' I don't know what to say. Other people have said all 
the common-place things.' 

* You would not speak in that manner— you who used to 
be so fond of Arthur — if you by any means realized what he 
has gone through.' 

Theodora was touched, but would not show it. ' He 
does not want me now,' she said, and was gone, and then her 
lips relaxed, and she breathed a heavy sigh. 

John sighed too. He could not understand her, and was 
sensible that his own isolation was as a consequence of hav- 
ing lived absorbed in his affection and his grief, without 
having sought the intimacy* of his sister. His brother's 
family cares had for the first time led him to throw himself 
into the interests of those around him, and thus aroused 
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from the contemplation of his loss, he began to look with 
regret on opportunities neglected and inflaence wasted. The 
stillness of his own room did not as formerly suffice to him ; 
the fears and hopes he had lately been sharing rose more 
vividly before him, and he watched eagerly for the reply to 
his letter. 

It came, not from Arthur, but in the pointed style of " 
Violet's hardest steel pen, when Matilda's instructions were 
most full in her mind ; stiff, cramped, and formal, as if it 
had been a great effort to write it, and John was grieved to 
find tbat she was still in no state for exertion. She had 
scarcely been down stairs, and neither she nor the baby were 
as yet likely to be soon able to leave the house, in spite of 
all the kind care of Lady Elizabeth and Miss Brandon. 
Violet made numerous apologies for the message, which she 
had little thought would cause Mr. Martindale to alter his 
route. 

In fact, those kind friends had been so much affected by 
John's account of Violet's weak state, under no better nursing 
than Arthur's, that as he had hoped, they bad hastened their 
visit to London, and were now settled as near to her as pos- 
sible, spending nearly the whole of their time with her. 
Emma almost idolized the baby, and was delighted at Ar- 
thur's grateful request that she would be its sponsor, and 
Violet was as happy in their company as the restlessness of 
a mind which had not yet recovered its tone, would allow 
her to be. 

In another fortnight, John wrote to say that he found he 
had come home too early, and must go to the Isle of Wight 
till the weather was warmer. In passing through London, 
he would come to Cadogan-place, and it was decided that he 
should arrive in time to go with the baby to church on the 
Tuesday, and proceed the next morning. 

He arrived as Violet came down to greet her party of 
sponsors. Never had she looked prettier than when her hus- 
band led her into the room, her taper figure so graceful in 
her somewhat 'languid movements, and her countenance so 
sweetly blending the expression of child and mother. Each 
white cheek was tinged with exquisite rose Qolour, and the 
dark liquid eyes and softly smiling mouth had an affectionate 
pensiveness far lovelier than her last year's bloom, and yet 
there was something painful in that beauty — ^it was too like 
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the fragility of the flower fading under one hour's sunshine , 
and there was a sadness in seeing the matronly stamp on a 
face so young that it should haye shown only girlhood's 
freedom from care. Arthur indeed was boasting of the re- 
turn of the colour^ which spread aind deepened as he drew 
attention- to it ; but John and Lady Elizabeth agreed as they 
walked to church that it was the very token of weakness, 
and that with every kind intention Arthur did not know how 
to take care of her — ^how should he ? 

The cheeks grew more brilliant and burning at church, 
for on being carried to the font, the baby made his doleful 
notes heard, and when taken from his nurse, they rose into a 
positive roar. Violet looked from him to his father's face, 
and there saw so m^ch discomposure that her wretchedness 
was complete, enhanced as it was by a sense of wickedness 
in not being able to be happy and grateful. Just as when a 
few days previously she had gone to return thanks, she had 
been in a nervous state of fluttering and trembling that 
allowed her to dwell on nothing but the dread of fainting 
away. The poor girl's nerves had been so completely over- 
thrown, that even her powers of mind seemed to be suflfering, 
and her agitated manner quite alarmed Lady Elizabeth. 
She was in good hands, however ; Lady Elizabeth went home 
with her, kept every one else away, and nursing her in her 
own kind way, brought her back to common sensQ, for in the 
exaggeration of her weak spirits, she had been feeling as if 
it was she who had been screaming through the service, and 
-seriously vexing Arthur. 

He presently looked in himself /to say the few fond 
merry words that were only needed to console her, and she 
was Uien left alone to rest, not tranquil enough for sleep, 
but reading hymns, and trying to draw her thoughts up to 
what she thought they ought to be on the day of her child's 
baptismal vows. 

It was well for her that the christening dinner (a terror 
to her imagination) had been deferred till the family should 
be in town, and that she had no guest but John, who was 
very sorry to see how weary, and exhausted she looked, as 
if it was a positive effort to sit at the head of the table. 

When the two brothers came up to the drawing-room, 
they found her on the sofa. * Regularly done for I ' eaia 
Arthur, sitting down by her. * You ought to have gone to 
bed, you perverse woman.' 
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< I shall oome to life after tea,' said she, beginning to rise 
as signs of its approach were heard. 

* liie still, I say,' returned Arthur, settling the cushion. 
' Do you think no one can make tea but yourself ? Out with 
the key, and lie still.' 

* I hope, Violet,' said John, * you did not think the Red 
Republicans had been in your drawers and boxes. I am 
afraid Arthur may have cast the blame of his own doings on 
the absent, though I assure you I did my best to protect 
them.' ^ 

' Indeed he did you more justice,' said Violet ; * he told 
me the box was your setting to rights, and the drawer his. 
It was yery honest of him, for I must say the box did you 
most credit.' 

*' As to the drawer,' said Arthur, ^ I wish I had put it 
into the fire at once ! Those accounts are a monoi^ania ! 
She has been worse from the day she got hold of that book 
of hers again, and the absurd part of it is that these are all 
bills that she pays I ' 

' Oh 1 they are all comfortable now,' said Violet, 

' And what did you say to Arthur's bold stroke ? ' said 
John. 

' Oh ! I never laughed more in my life.' 

* Ah ha ! ' said Arthur, ^ it was all my admirable sagaci- 
ty ! Why, John, the woman was an incubus saddled upon 
us by Miss Standaloft, that this poor silly child did not know 
how to get rid of, though she was cheating us out of house 
and home. Never were such rejoicings as when she found 
the Old Man of the Sea was gone 1 ' 

* It is quite a different thing now,' said Violet. * Nurse 
found me such a nice niece of her own, who does not con- 
sume as much in a fortnight as that dreadful woman did in 
a week. Indeed, my great book has some satisfaction in it 
now.' 

* And yet he accuses it of having thrown you back.' 

* Everything does that I ' said Arthur. * She will ex- 
tract means of tiring herself out of anything — ^pretends to 
be well, and then is good for nothing 1 ' 

* Arthur I Arthur I do you know what you are doing 
with the tea ? ' cried Violet, Starting up. * He has put in 
six shellfulls for three people, and a lump of sugar, and now 
was shutting up the unfortunate tea-pot without one drop of 
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Walter I ' And gaily driying him away, she held up the 8a« 
gar-tongs with the lump of sugar in his face, while he laugh- 
ed and yielded the field, saying, disdainfully, ^ Woman^s 
work.' 

^ Under the circumstances,' said John, ' putting in no 
water was the best thing he could do.' 

' Ay ! ' said Arthur, * a pretty fellow you for a West 
Indian proprietor, to consume neither sugar nor cigars.' 

' At this rate,' said John, * they are the people to con- 
sume nothing. There was such an account of the Barbuda 
property the other day, that my father is thinking of going 
to see what is to be done with it.' 

* No bad plan for your next winter,' said Arthur. * Now 
Violet, to your sofa ! You have brewed your female potion 
in your female fashion, and may surely leaye your betters to 
pour it out.' 

* No, indeed I How do I know what you may serve us 
up ? ' said she, quite revived with laughing. * I wont give 
up my place.' 

* Quite right, Violet,' said John, * don't leave me to his 
mercy. Last time he made tea for me, it consisted only of 
the other ingredient, hot water, after which I took the law 
into my own hands for our mutual benefit. Pray what be- 
came of him after I was gone ? ' 

* I was obliged to have him up into my room, and give 
him his tea properly there, or I believe he would have exist- 
ed on nothing but cigars.' 

' Well, I shall have some opinion of you when you make 
him leave off cigars.' 

* Catch her ! ' qutetly responded Arthur. 

' There can't be a worse thing for a man that gets bad 
coughs.' 

* That's all smoke, Violet,' said Arthur. * Don't tell 
her so, or I shall never have any peace.' 

^ At least, I advise you to open the windows of his den 
before you show my mother and Theodora the house.' 

' As to Theodora 1 what is the matter with her ?' said 
Arthur. 

* I don't know,' said John. 

' In one of her moods ? Well I we shall have her here 
in ten days' time, and I shall know what to be at with 
her.' 
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* I know she likes babies/ said Violet with confidence. 
She had quite revived, and was lively and amused ; 

but as soon as tea was over, Arthur 'insisted on her going 
to bed. 

The loss of her gentle noiirth seemed to be felt ; for a 
long silence ensued ; Arthur leaning against the mantel-shelf, 
solacing himself with a low whistle ;- John sitting in medi- 
tation. At last he looked up, saying, * I wish you would all 
come and stay with me at Ventnor.' 

* Thank you ; but you see there's no such thing as my 
going. Fitzhugh is in Norway, and till he comes back, I 
can't get away for more than a day or two.' 

' Suppose,' said John, rather doubtinely ; * what should 
you think of putting Violet under my charge, and coming 
backwards and forwards yourself ? ' 

^ Why, Harding did talk of sea air, but she did not take 
to the notion ; and I was not sorry ; for, of all things I 
detest, the chief is sticking up^ in a sea place, with nothing 
to do. But it is wretched work going on as we do, though 
they say there is nothing the matter but weakness. I verily 
believe it is all that child's eternal noise that regularly 
wears her out. She is upset in a moment ; and whenever 
she is left alone, she sets to work on some fidget or other 
about the house, that makes her worse than before.' 

* Going from home would be the best cure for that.' 

* I suppose it would. I meant her to have gone out with 
my mother, but that can't be anyway now ! The sea would 
give her a chance ; I could run down pretty often ; and you 
would see that she did not tire herself 

* I would do my best to take care of her, if you would 
trust her tp me.' 

* I know you would ; and it is very kind in you to think 
of it.' 

' I will find a house, and write as soon as it is ready. 
Do you think the end of the week would be too soon for 
her ? I am sure 'London is doing her harm.' 

* Whenever you please ; and yet I am sorry. I wanted 
my father to have seen the boy ; but perhaps he had better 
look a little more respectable, and learn to hold his tongue 
first. Besides, how will it be taken, her going out of town 
just as they come up ? ' 

' I rather think it would be better for her not to meet 
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them till she is stronger. Her continual anxiety and effort 
to please would be too much strain/ 

* Very likely ; and I am sure I wont keep her here to 
expose her to Miss Martindale's airs. She shall come as 
soon as you like.* 

Arthur was strengthened in his determination by the 
first sound that met him on going upstairs — the poor babe's 
lamentable voice ; and by finding Violet, instead of taking 
the rest she so much needed, vainly trying to still the feeble 
moaning. He was positively angry ; and almost as if the 
poor little thing had been wilfully persecuting her, declared 
it would be the death of her, and peremptorily ordered it 
upstairs ; the nurse only too glad to carry it off, and agree- 
ing with him that it was doing more harm to its mother 
than she did good to it. Violet in submissive misery, 
gave it up, and hid her face. One of her chief subjects for 
self-torment was an imagination that Arthur did not like 
the baby, and was displeased with its crying ; and she felt 
utterly wretched, hardly able to bear the cheerful tone in 
which he spoke : * Well, Violet, we shall soon set you up. 
It is all settled. You are to go, at the end of the week, to 
stay with John in the Isle of Wight.' 

* Go away ? * said Violet, in an extinguished voice. 

* Yes ; it is the very thing for you. I shall stay here, 
and go backwards and forwards. Well, what is it now ? ' 

She was starting up, as the opening of the door let out 
another scream. * There he is still ! Let me go to him for 
one minute.' 

' Folly I ' said Arthur, impatiently. * There's no peace 
day or night. I wont stand it any longer. You are half 
dead already. I will not have it gb on. Lie down ; go to 
sleep directly, and don't trouble your head about anything 
more till morning.' 

Like a good child, though choking with tears, she obeyed 
the first mandate ; and presently was rather comforted by 
his listening at the foot of the stairs, and reporting that the 
boy seemed to be quiet at last. The rest of the order it was 
not in her power to obey ; she was too much fatigued to 
sleep soundly, or to understand clearly. Most of the night 
was spent in broken dreams of being separated from her 
child and her husband, and wakening to the knowledge that 
something was going to happen. 
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At last came sounder slumbers ; and she awoke with an 
aching head, buji to clearer perceptions. And when Arthur, 
before going down to breakfast, asked what she wished him 
to say to John, she answered : ' It is very kind of him — but 
you never meant me to go without you ? ' 

* I shall take you there, and run down pretty often ; and 
John has been used to coddling himself all his life, so of 
course he will know how to take care of you.' 

* How kind he is, but I don't ' — she broke off, and looked 
at the little, pinched face and shrivelled arms of the tinv 
creature, which she pressed more closely to her ; then, with 
a hesitating voice, * Only if it would do baby good 1 ' 

* Of course it would. He can^ be well while things go 
on at this rate. Only ask Harding.' 

^ I wonder whether Mr. Martindale knew it was what 
Mr. Harding recommended 1 But you would be by your- 
self.' 

' As if I had not taken care of myself for three-and- 
twenty years without your help I ' 

* And all your party will be in town, so that you will not 
miss me.' 

* I shall be with you very often. Shall I tell John you 
accept ? ' 

^ Tell him it is very kind, and I am so much obliged to 
him,' said Violet, unable to speak otherwise than disconso- 
lately. 

Accordingly the brothers agreed that Arthur should 
bring her to Ventnor on Saturday, if, as John expected, he 
could be prepared to receive her ; placing much confidence 
in Brown's sgavair faire^ though Brown was beyond measure 
amazed at such a disarrangement of his master's methodical 
habits ; and Arthur himself gave a commiserating shake of 
the head as he observed that there was no accounting for 
tastes, but if John chose to shut himself up in a lodging 
with the most squallingest babby in creation, he was not the 
man to gainsay him ; and further reflected, that if a man 
must be a younger son, John was a model elder brother. 

Poor Violet ! Her half-recovered state must be an ex- 
cuse for her dire consternation on hearing it was definitely 
settled that she was to be carried off to Ventnor in four 
days' time ! How arrange for Arthur ? Where find a 
nursemaid ? What would become of the baby so far from 
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Mr. Harding ? The Isle of Wight seemed the ends of the 
earth — out of England ! Helpless and •verpowered, she 
was in despair ; it came to Arthur's asking, in displeasure, 
what she wanted— whether she meant to go or not. She 
thought of her drooping infant, and said at once she would 
go. 

« Well, then, what's all this about ? ' 

Then came tears, and Arthur went away, declaring she 
did not know herself what she would be at. He had really 
borne patiently with much plaintiVeness, and she knew it. 
She accused herself of ingratitude and unreasonableness, 
and went into a fresh agony on that score ; but soon a tap 
at the door warned her to strive for composure. It was Sa- 
rah, and Violet felt sure that the dreaded moment was come 
of her giving warning ; but it was only a message. * If you 
"please, ma'am, there's a young person wants to see you.' 

* Come as a nursery maid ? ' said Violet, springing up in 
her nervous agitated way. * Do you think she will do ? ' 

* I don't think nothing of her,' said Sarah, emphatically. 
* Don't you go and be in a way, ma'am ; there's no hurry.' 

* Yes, but there is, Sarah. Baby and I are to go next 
Saturday to the Isle pf Wight, and I can't take old nurse ; 
I must have some one.' 

* You wont get nobody by hurrying,' said Sarah. 

' But what's to be done, Sarah ? I can't bear giving the 
dear baby to a stranger, but I can't help it.' 

* As for that,' said Sarah, gloomily, * I don't see but I 
could look after Master John as well as any that is like to 
offer for the present.* 

* You I Oh ! that would be nice ! But I thought you 
did not like children ? ' 

' I don't ; but I don't mind while he is too little to make 
a racket, and worrit one out of one's life. It is only for the 
present, till you can suit yourself, ma'am— just that you may 
not be lost going into foreign parts with a stranger.' 

Sarah had been nursing the baby every leisure moment, 
and had, during the worst part of Violet's illness, had more 
to do with him than the regular niirse. This was happily 
settled ; and all at which Violet still demurred was how the 
house and its master should be provided for in their absence ; 
to which Sarah replied, ' Mary would do well enough for 
he ; ' and before Violet knew to which she must suppose the 
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pronoun referred, there was a new comer, Lady Elizabeth, 
telling her that Arthur had just been to beg her to come to 
her, saying he feared he had hurried her and taken her by 
surprise. 

Under such kind soothing Violet's rational mind returned. 
She ceased to attempt to put herself into a vehement state 
of preparation, and began to take so cheerful a view of af- 
fairs, that she met Arthur again in excellent spirits. 

Emma IBrandon pitied her for being left alone with Mr. 
Martinda]e, but this was no subject of dread to her, and she 
confessed that she was relieved to escape the meeting with 
the rest of the family. The chief regret was, that the two 
friends would miss the constant intercourse with which they 
had flattered themselves ; the only thing that made London 
endurable to poor Emma. She amused Violet with her la- 
mentations over her gaieties, and her piteous accounts of the 
tedium of parties and balls ; whereas Violet declared that 
she liked them very much — ^ it was pleasant to walk about 
with Arthur and hear his droll remarks, and she liked seeing 
people look nice and well dressed.' 

' Ah ! you are better off. You are not obliged to dance, 
and you are safe too. Now, whenever any one asks to be 
introduced to me I am sure he wants the Priory, and feel 
bound to gaard it.' 

' And so you don't like any one, and find it stupid.' 

' So I do, of course, and I hope I always shall. But oh 1 
Violet, I have not told you that I saw that lady again this 
morning at the early service. She had still her white dress 
on, I am sure it is for Whitsuntide ; and her face is so 
striking — so full of thought and earnestness, just like what 
one would suppose a novice. I shall take her for my ro- 
mance and try to guess at her history.' 

* To console you for your godson going away ! ' 

' Ah ! it wont do that ! But it will be something to think 
of, and I will report to you if I make out any more about 
her. And mind you give me a full account of the godson.' 

Arthur wished the journey well over ; he had often felt 
a sort of superior pity for travellers with a baby in company, 
and did not relish the prospect ; but things turned out well; 
he found an acquaintance, and travelled with him in a dif- 
ferent carriage, and little Johnnie, lulled by the country air, 
slept so much that Violet had leisure to enjoy the burst into 
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country scenery, and be refreshed by the glowing beauty of the 
green meadows, the budding woods, and thfe brilliant feathery 
broom blossoms that gilded the embankments. At Win- 
chester Arthur came to her window and asked if she remem- 
bered last year. 

' It is the longest year of my life,' said she. * don't 
laugh as if I had made a bad compliment^ but so much has 
happened ! ' There was no time for more ; and as she looked 
out at the cathedral as they moved on, ahe recollected her 
resolutions, and blamed herself for her failures, but still in 
a soothed and happier frame of hope. 

The crossing' was her delight, her first taste of 96a. 
Th'ere was a fresh wind, cold enough to make Arthur put on 
his great coat, but to her it brought a delicious sense of re- 
newed health and vigour, as she sat inhaling it, charmed to 
catch a drop of spray on her face, her eyes and cheeks bright- 
ening and her spirits rising. 

The sparkling Solent, the ships at Spithead, the hills and 
wooded banks, growing more defined before her ; the town of 
Byde and its long pier, were each a new wonder and delight, 
and she exclaimed, with such ecstacy, and laughed so Tike 
the joyous girl she used to be, that Arthur felt old times 
come back ; and when he handed her out of the steamer he 
entirely forgot the baby. 

At last she was tired with pleasure, and lay back in the 
carriage in languid enjoyment ; fields, cottages, hawthorns, 
lilacs, and glimpses of sea flitting past her like pictures in a 
dream, a sort of waking trance that would have been broken 
by speaking or positive thinking. 

They stopped at a gate ; she looked up and gave a cry of 
delight. Such a cottage as she and Annette had figured iu 
dreams of rural bliss, gable ends, thatch, verandah overrun 
with myrtle, rose, and honeysuckle, a little terrace, a steep 
green slope of lawn shut in with laburnum and lilac in the 
flush of the lovely close of May, a view of the sea, a green 
wicket, bowered over with clematis, and within it, John Mar- 
tindale, his look of welcome overpowering his usual gravity, 
so as to give him an air of gladness such as she had never 
seen in him before. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

Tbe inmost heart of man if glad 

Partakes a livelier cheer. 
And eves that cannot bat l>e sad 

Let rail a brightened tear. 
Since thy return, through days and w«elES 

Of hope that grew by stealth, 
How many wan and &ded chceloi 

Have kindled into health. 

Wobdbwobth's Ode to May^ 

* I SAT,' called Arthur, Tstanding half in and half out of the 
French window, as Sarah paced round the little garden, 
holding a parasol oyer her charge, ^ if that boy kicks up a 
row at night, donH^ mind Mrs. Martindale. Oarrj him off, 
and lock the door. * D'ye hear ? ' 

^ Yes, sir,' said the unmoved Sarah. 

*• Stern, ' rugged nurse ! ' said Arthur, drawing in his 
head. * Your boy ought to be virtue itself, Violet, Now 
for you, John, if you see her at those figures, take them 
away. Don't let her think what two and two make.' 

^ You are like one of my little sisters giving her doll to 
the other to keep,' said Violet. 

' Some folks say it is a doll, don't they, John ? ' 

' Well, I will try to take as much care of your doll as she 
does of hers,' said John, smiling. 

* Good bye, then ! I wish I could stay I ' 

Violet went £o the gate with him, while John stood at 
the window watching the slender girlish figure under the 
canopy of clematis, as she stood gazing after her husband 
then turned and slowly paced back again, her eyes on the 
ground, and her face rather sad and downcast. 

That pretty creature was a strange new charge for him, 
and he dreaded her pining almost as he would have feared 
the crying of a child left alone with him. 

* Well, Violet,' said he, cheerfully, * we must do our best. 
What time would you like to take a drive ? ' 

*' Any time, thank you,' said she, gratefully but some- 
what plaintively ; ^ but do not let me be a trouble to you. 
Sarah is going to hire a chair for me to go down to tiiie beaoh. 
I only want not to be in your way.' 

< I have nothing to do. You know I am no great 
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walker, and I am glad of an excuse for setting up my car- 
riage. Shall we dine early, and go out when the sun is not 
so high?' 

* Thank you I that will be delightfal. I want to see 
those beautiful places that I was too tired to look at on 
Saturday.* 

Sarah's rounds again brought her in sight; Violet 
crossed the grass, and the next moment was under the 
verandah with the little long-robed chrysalis shape in her 
arms, declaring he was growing quite good, and getting fat 
already ; and though to John's eyes the face was as much 
as ever like a very wizened old man, he could not but feel 
heartfelt pleasure in seeing her for once enjoying a young 
mother's exultation. ^ • 

* Poor thing I 'said he to himself, as she carried the babe 
upstairs, * she has done too much, thought too much, felt too 
much for her years. Life has begun before she has strength 
for the heat and burthen of the day. The only hope is in 
keeping those overtasked spirits at rest, guarding her from 
care, and letting her return to childhood. And should this 
work fall on me, broken down in spirits and energy, with 
these long standing habits of solitude and silence ? If Helen 
was but here 1 ' 

He was relieved by Violet's re-appearance at dinner- 
time, full of smiles,' proud of Johnnie's having slept half the 
morning, and delighted with Mary Barton^ which on his 
system of diversion for her mind, he had placed in her way. 
She was amazed and charmed at finding that he could dis- 
cuss the tale with interest and admiration. 

* Arthur calls such books trash,' said she. 
' He reads them though.' 

' Yes, he always reads the third volume while I read the 
first' 

' The best way. I always begin at the end to judge 
whether a book is worth reading.' 

' I saw a French book on the table : are vou reading 
it?' .^ ^ 

* Consulting it. You are welcome to it.' 

' I think,' she said, timidly, * I ought to read some his- 
tory and French, or I shall never be fit to teach my little 
boy.' 

* I have a good many books at home, entirely at your 
Bervipe.' 
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* Thank you, thank you ! I thought last winter if I 
could but have read I should not have minded half so 
much.' 

* And why could you not ? ' 

' I had finished all my own books, and they cost too 
much to hire, so there was only a great Eoman history that 
Arthur had had at school. I could not read more than 
thirty pages of that a day, it was so stupid.' 

* And you read those as a task ! Very wise I ' 

' Matilda said my education was incomplete, and she 
feared I should be found deficient ; and mamma told me to 
make a point of reading something improving every day, 
but I^have not begun again.' 

* I have some work on my hands,' said John. * I was 
with Percy Fotheringham eight years ago in Syria and 
Asia Minor. He has gone over the same places a second 
time, and has made the journals up into a book on the 
crusaders, which he has sent from Constantinople for me 
to get ready for publication. I shall come to you for help.' 

* Me ! How can I ? ' exclaimed Violet, colouring with 
astonishment. * 

- * Let us, enjoy our holiday first,' he replied, smiling. 
* See there.' 

. A low open carriage and a pair of ponies came to the 
gate ; Violet was enchanted, and stood admiring and patting 
them, while John looked on amused, telling her he was 
glad she approved, for he had desired Brown to find some- 
thing in which Captain Martindale would not be ashamed 
to see her. 

They drove along the Undercliflf, and her enjoyment was 
excessive. To one so long shut up in town, the fresh air, 
blue sky, and green trees were charms sufficient in them- 
selves, and when to these were added . the bright extent of 
summer sea, the beautiful curving outline of the bay ending 
in the bold Culver Cliffs ; and the wall of rocks above, 
clothed in part with garland-like shrubs and festoons of 
creepers, it was to her a perfect vision of delight. There 
was an alternation of long pairees of happy contemplation, 
and of smothered exclamations of ecstasy, as if eye and 
heart were longing to take a still fuller grasp of the beauty 
of the scene. The expression her face had worn at the 
cathedral entrance was on it now, and seemed to put a new 
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soul into her features, varied by the beaming smiles as she 
cried out joyously at each new object — the gliding sails on 
the water, the curious forms of the crags, or the hawks that 
poised themselves in the air. 

The flowers too I They came to a lane bordered with 
copse, blue with wild hyacinth. * Oh I it was so long since 
she had seen a wild flower ! Would he be so kind as to 
stop for one momei;t to let her gather one. She did so 
much wish to pick a flower for herself once more I ' 

He drew up, and sat, leaning back, watching her with 
one of his smiles of melancholy meaning, as she lightly 
sprang up the bank and dived between the.hazel stems ; and 
there he, remained musing till, like a vision of May herself, 
she re-appeared on the bank, the nut-bushes making a bower 
around her, hei* hands flUed with flowers, her cheek glowing 
like her wild roses, and the youthful delicacy of her form, 
and the transient brightness of her sweet face, suiting with 
the fresh tender colouring of the foliage, chequered with 
flickering sunshine. 

* Oh! I hope I have not kept you waiting too long I but, 
indeed I did not know how to turn back. I went after an 
orchis, and then I saw some Solomon^s seal; and oh! such 
blue-bells, and I could not help standing quite still to feel 
how delicious it was ! I hope that it was not long.' 

' No, not at all, I am glad.' 

There was a moisture around the bright eyes, and per- 
haps she felt a little childish shame, for she put up her hand 
to brush it off. * It is very silly,* she said. ' Beautiful 
places ought not to make one ready to cry — and yet 
somehow, when I stood quite still, and it was all so green^ 
and i heard the cuckoo and all the little birds singing, it 
would come over me ! I could not help thinking who' made 
it all so beautiful, and that He gave me my baby too.' — 
And there, as having said too much, she blushed in confu- 
sion, and began to busy herself with her flowers, delighting 
herself in silence over each many-belled hyacinth, each 
purple orchis, streaked wood sorrel, or delicate wreath of 
eglantine, deeming each in turn, the most perfpct she had 
ever seen. 

John let her alone ; he thought the May blossoms moro 
suitable companions for her than himself, and believed that 
it would only interfere with that full contentment to be re- 
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called to converse with him. It was pleasure enough to 
watch that child-like gladsomeness, like studying a new life, 
and the relief it gave him to »see her so happy perhaps open- 
ed his mind to somewhat of the same serene enjoyment. 

That evening, when Brown, on bringing in the tea, gave 
an anxious glance to judge how his master fared, he augured 
from his countenance that the change of habits was doing 
him no harm. 

In the evening, Mr. Fotheringham's manuscript was 
brought out : John could never read aloud, but he handed 
over the sheets to her, and she enjoyed the vivid descrip- 
tions and anecdotes of adventures, further illustrated by 
comments and details from John, far more entertaining than 
those designed for the public. This revision was their usual 
evening occupation, and she soon became so well instructed 
in those scenes, that she felt as if she had been one of the 
travellers, and had known the handsome Arab sheik, whose 
chivalrous honour was only alloyed by desire of backsheesh, 
the Turkish guard who regularly deserted on the first alarm, 
and the sharp knavish Greek servant with his contempt for 
them all, more especially for the grave and correct Mr. 
Brown, pining to keep up Martindale etiquette in desert, 
caravanserai, and lazzeretto. She went along with them in 
the researches foi: Greek inscription, Byzantine carving, or 
Frank fortress ; she shared the exultation of decyphering the 
ancient record in the venerable mountain convent, the dis- 
appointment when Percy's admirable entrenched camp of 
Bohemoud proved to be a case of * praetorian here, praetorian 
there ; * she listened earnestly to the history, too deeply felt 
to have been recorded for the general reader, of the feelings 
which had gone with the friends to the cedars of Leba- 
non, the streams of Jordan, the peak of Tabor, the cave of 
Bethlehem, the hills of Jerusalem. Perhaps she looked up 
the more to John, when she knew that he had trod that soil, 
and with so true a pilgrim's heart. Then the narration led 
her through the purple mountain islets of the Archipelago, 
and the wondrous scenery of classic Greece, with daring 
adventures among robber Albanians, such as seemed too 
strange for the quiet inert John Martindale, although the 
bold and gay temper of his companion appeared to be in its 
own element ; and in truth it was as if there was nothing 
that came amiss to Percival Fotheringham, who was equally 



150 HEARTSEASE ; 

ready for deep and scholarly dissertation, or for boyish drol- 
lery and good-natured tricks. He had a peculiar talent for 
languages, and had caught almost every dialect of the 
natives, as well as being an excellent Eastern scholar, and 
this had led to his becoming attached to the embassy at 
Constantinople, where John had left him on returning to 
England,\ He was there highly esteemed, and in the way 
of promotion, to the great satisfaction of John, who took a 
sort of aflFectionate fatherly pride in his well-doing. . 

The manuscript evinced so much ability and research, 
and was so full of beautiful and poetical description, as not 
only charmed Violet, but surpassed even John's expecta- 
tions ; and great was his delight in dwelling on its perfec- 
tions, while he touched it up and corrected it with a doubt- 
ful respectful hand, scarcely perceiving how effective were 
his embellishments and refinements. Violet's remarks and 
misunderstandings were useful, and as she grew bolder, her 
criticisms were often much to the point. She was set to 
search in historical authorities, and to translate from the 
French for the notes, work which she thought the greatest 
honour, and which kept her mind happily occupied to the ex- 
clusion of her cares. 

Fresh air, busy- idleness, the daily renewed pleasure of 
beautiful scenery, the watchful care of her kind brother, and 
the progressive improvement of her babe, produced the de- 
sired effect ; and when the promised day arrived, and they 
walked to the coach-office to meet Arthur, it was a triumph 
to hear him declare that he had been thinking that for once 
he saw a pretty girl before he found out it was Violet, grown 
rosy in her sea-side bonnet. 

If the tenor of John's life had been far less agreeable, 
it would have been sufficiently compensated by the pleasure 
of seeing how happy he had made the young couple, so joy- 
ously engrossed with each other, and full of spirits and mer- 
riment 

Violet, gladsome and blithe at meeting her husband 
again, and Arthur, wholesomely and affectionately gay, ap- 
pearing to uncommon advantage. He spoke warmly of his 
father. It seemed that they had been much together, and 
had understood each other better than ever before. Arthur 
repeated gratifying things which Lord Martindale had said 
^f Violet, and, indeed, it was evident that interest in her 
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was tlie way to find oat his heart. Of his mother and sis- 
ter there was less mention, and John began to gather the 
state of the case as he listened in the twilight of the 
summer evening, while Arthur and Violet sat together on 
the sofa, and he leant back in his chair opposite to them, his 
book held up to catch the fading light ; but his attention 
fixed on their talk over Arthur's news. 

* You have not told me about the drawing-room.' 

* Do you think I am going there till I am obliged^? ' 

* What ! You did not go with Lady Martindale and The- 
odora. I should like to have seen them dressed. Do tell 
me how they looked.* 

< Splendid, no doubt ; but you must take it on trust.* 

* You did not see them ? What a pity 1 How disap- 
pointed Theodora must have been ! * 

* Were there not folks enough to look at her ? ' 
' As if they were of any use without you.' 

^ Little goose ( I am not her husband, thank goodness, 
and wishing him joy that gets her.' 

* 0, Arthur, don't ! I want to hear of Lady Albury's 
party. You did go to that ! ' 

' Yes, my mother lugged me into it, and a monstrous 
bore it was. I wish you had been there.' 

* Thank you, but if it was so dull ^' 

' Emma Brandon and I agreed that there was not a 
woman who would have been looked at twice if you had been 
there. We wanted you for a specimen of what is worth see- 
iog. Fancy ! it was such a dearth of good looks that they 
were makiog a star of Mrs. Finch ! It was enough to put 
one in a rage. I told Theodora at last, since she would 
have it, there was nothing in the woman but impudence.* 

John glanced over his book, and perceived that to Arthur 
there appeared profanation in the implied comparison of that 
flashy display of beauty with the pure, modest, tender love- 
liness, whose every blush and smile, as well as the little 
unwonted decorations assumed to honour his presence, 
showed that its only value was the pleasure it gave to him. 
His last speech made her tone somewhat of reproof. * Oh I 
that must have vexed her, I am afraid. She is very fond of 
Mrs. Finch.' 

* Out of opposition,' said Arthur. * It is too bad, I de- 
clare 1 That Greorgina was well enough as a gifi, spirited 
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and like Theodora, only Theodora always bad sense. She 
was amusing then, but there is nothing so detestable as a 
woman who continues /a5^ after marriage.' 

* Except a man/ observed John, in a tone of soliloquy. 

* She is grown so thin, too ! * continued Arthur. * She 
used to be tolerably handsome when she was a fine plump 
rosy girl. Now she is all red cheek-bone and long neck f 
We are come to a pretty pass when we take her for a beauty ! ' 

* Oh I but there is your sister,' said Violet. ' Bo tell 
me how she likes going out. She thought it would be such 
a penance.' 

^ All I know is, that at home she is as sulky as a Green- 
land bear, and then goes out and flirts nineteen to thd 
dozen.' 

* Arthur I ' came the remonstrating voice again, * how you 
talk — do you mean that she is silent at home ? Is she un- 
happy ? What can be the matter with her ? ' 

* How should I know ? ' 

* Has not she said anything about baby ? ' 

' Not she. Not one of them has, except my father.' 

* I thought she would have liked to have heard of baby,* 
said Violet, in a tone of disappointment ; ^ but if there is 
anything on her spirits, perhaps she cannot think about him. 
I wonder what it can be. It cannot be any — ^any — ' 

'Any love aflfair I No! no I Miss Martindale may 
break hearts enough, but she will take care of her own, if . 
she has one.' 

* Is she so much admired 9 ' 

' Of course she is. You do not often see her style, and 
she talks and goes on at no end of a rate.' 

' I remember ho^ she grew excited at the ball, after dis- 
liking the prospect' 

' Is this mere general admfiration 1 ' asked John, ' or any- 
thing more serious I ' 

* Upon my word, I cannot say. There is iw earnest on 
iker part. She will rattle on with a poor fellow one night as 
if she had eyes for no one else, then leave him in the lurch 
the next. She cares not a rush for any of them, only wants 
to be run after. As to her followers, some of them are 
really smitten, I fancy. There was Pitzhugh, but he is an 
old hand, and can pay her in her own coin, and that sober- 
paced young Mervyn — it is a bad case with him. In fact^ 
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there is a fresh one whenever she goes out — a Jenny Deu 
nison in high lifie — ^but the most bitten of all, I take it, is 
Lord St. Erme.* 

^ Lord St. Erme I ' exclaimed both auditors in a breath. 

' Ay. She met him at that breakfast, walked about the 
gardens with him all the morning, and my mother wrote to 
my aunt, I believe, that she was booked. Then at thir 
Bryanstone^soiree, the next night, Fitzhugh was in the as 
cendant — ^poor St. Erme could not so much as gain a look.' 

^ So he is in London ! ' said Yiolet. ' Bo tell me what 
he is like ? ' 

^ Like a German music-master,' said Arthur. ' As queer 
a figure as ever I saw. Keeps his hair parted in the middle^ 
hanging down in long lank rats' tails, meant to curl, mous 
tache ditto, open collar turned down, black ribbon tie.' 

^Oh I how amazed the Wrangerton people would be ?' 

' It is too much to study the picturesque in one's own 
person in England I ' said tf ohn, laughing. * I am sorry he 
continues that fashion.' 

' So, of course,' xjontinued Arthur, * all the young ladies 
are raving after him, while he goes mooning after Theodora. 
How the fair sex must solace itself with abusing ' that Miss 
Martindale ! " - . 

^ I wish he would be a little more sensible I ' said John. 
' He really is capable of something better I ' 

* Where did you know him ? ' 

' At Naples. I liked him very much till he persecuted 
me beyond endurance with Tennyson and Browning. He is 
always going about in raptures with some new-fashioned poet. 

* I suppose he will set up Theodora for his muse. My 
mother is enchanted ; he is exactly one of her own set, music, 
pictures, and all. The second-hand courtship is a fine chance 
for her when Miss Martindale is ungracious.' 

< But it will not come to anything,' said John. 
' In the mean time, her ladyship gets the benefit of a lion, 
and a very tawny lion, for her soirees,^ 

* Oh ! that soiree will be something pleasant for you, 
said Violet. 

* I shall cut it. It is the first day I can be here.' 
' Not meet that great African traveller ? ' 

* What good would Baron Munchausen himself do me in 
the (^rowdmy mother is heaping together?' 
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' I am sure your mother and sister must want yon. 

* Want must be their master. I am not going to elbow 
m}:self about and be squashed flat for their pleasure. It is 
a dozen times worse to be in a mob at home, for one has to . 
find chairs for all the ladies. Pah 1 ' 

* That is very, lazy ! * said the wife. * YoU'Will be sorry 
to have missed it when it is too late, and your home people 
will be vexed^' 

' Who cares ? My father does not, and the others take 
no pains not to vex us.' 

* 0, Arthur ! you know it makes it worse if you always 
come to me when they want you. I could wait very well. 
Only one day above all you must come,' said she, with low- 
ered voice, in his ear. 

* What's that ? ' 

John could not see how, instead of speaking, she guided 
her husband's hand to her wedding-ring. His reply trans- 
pired—* I'll not fail Which day is it ? ' 

* Friday week. I hope you will be able I ' 

* I'll manage it. Why, it will be your birth-day, too ! ' 

' Yes, I shall be so glad to be seventeen. I shall feel as 
if baby would respect me more. Oh ! I am glad you can 
come, but you must be good, and go to the soirie, I do 
think it would not be right always to leave them when they 
want you. Tell him so, please, Mr. Martindale.' 

. John did so, but Arthur made no promises, and even 
when the day came, they were uncertain whether they might 
think of him at the party^ or as smoking cigars at home. 



CHAPTER V. 

Her scourge is felt, unseen, nnheard, ' 

Where, though aloud the laushter swells, 

Her secret in the bosom dwells, 

There is a sadness in the strain. 

As from a heart o'erchaiged withj)ain. 

Tyie Baptistery, 

Theodora had come to London, hating the idea of gaieties, 
liking nothing but the early service and chemical lectures. 
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and shrinking from the meeting with her former friend. She 
enjoyed only the prospect of the comfort her society would . 
afford her brother, depressed by attendance on a neryoua 
wife, in an unsatisfactory home. 

No Arthur met them at the station ; he left a message 
that he was taking Mrs. Martindale to the Isle of Wight, 
and should return early on Tuesday. 

Theodora staid at home the whole of that day, but in 
vain. She was busied in sending out cards to canvass for 
her dumb boy's admission into an asylum, when a message 
came up to her sitting room. She started. Was it Arthur 1 
No ; Mrs. Finch was in the drawing-room ; and at tha^ 
moment a light step was on the stairs, and a flutter of gay 
ribbons advanced. * Ha, Theodora 1 1 knew how to track you. 
The old place ! Dear old school-room^ how happy we have 
been here 1 Not gone out ? Any one, would think you had 
some stern female to shut you up with a tough exercise 1 
But I believe you always broke out.' 

' I staid in today expecting my brother.' 

' Captain Martindale ? Why, did I not see him riding 
with your father ? Surely I did.' 

' Imposible 1 ' exclaimed Theodora. 

' Yes, but I did though ; I am sure of it, for he bowed. 
He had that sweet pretty little mare of his. Have you seen 
her, Theodora ? I quite envy her ; but I suppose he bought it 
for his wife ; and she deserves all that is sweet and pretty, I 
am sure, and has it, too.' 

Theodora could not recover from the thrill of pain so as 
to speak, and Mrs. Finch rattled on. * She was not in good 
looks when I saw her, poor thing, but she looked so soft and 
fragile, it quite went to my heart ; though Jane will have it 
she is deep, and gets her own way by being meek and help- 
less. I don't go along with Jane throughout ; I hate seeing 
holes picked in everybody.' 

* Where is Jane ? ' 

' Gone to some charity sermonizing. She will meet some 
great folks there, and be in her element. I am glad to have 
you alone. Why, you bonny old Greek empress, you are as 
jolly a gipsy queen as ever I How you will turn people's 
heads 1 I am glad you have all that bright red brown on 
your cheeks.' 

' No self-preservation like a country life and early risin/</ 
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said Theodora, laughing. ' Yon have not kept jonrself as 
weU, Georgina. I am sorry to see you so thin.' 

^ Me ! Oh, I have battered through more seasons than 
you have dreamt of I ' said Mrs. Finch, lightly, but with a sigh. 
' And had a fever besides, which disposed of all my fat. I 
am like a hunter in fine condition, no superfluous flesh, ready 
for action. And as to action — ^what are you doing, Theo- 
dora ? — where are you going V 

' I donH know. Mamma keeps the cards. I don't want 
to know anything about it.' 

Oeorgina burst into a laugh, rather unnecessarily loud. 

^ Just like you I Treat it as you used your music ! What 
can't be cured must be endured, you know. Well, you poor 
victim, are you going to execution tonight ? ' 

* Not that I know •£' 

' Famous ! Then I'll tell you what : there is going to 
bo a lecture on Mestnerism to-night. Wonderful ! Ciair- 
Yoyante tells you everything, past, present, and to come ! 
YouUl detect all the impostures ; wont it be fun ? I'll call 
for you at eight precisely.' 

Theodora thought of Arthur, and that she should miss 
the tidings of his child ; then recollected that he had not 
afforded her one minute's greeting. She would show him 
that she did not care, and, therefore, made the agreement. 

Oold and moody she came down to dinner, but her heart 
was beating with disappointment at not seeing Arthur, 
iliough a place was prepared for him. Mrs. Finch was 
right ; he had been with his father all the afternoon but 
had not supposed the ladies to be at home ; an explanation 
which never occurred to Theodora. 

He came in a few minutes after they had sat down *, be 
was heated by his hasty walk from his empty Jiouse, and his 

geeting was brief and disconcerted at finding himself Iffte. 
is mother made her composed enquiries for the party At 
Yentnor, without direct mention of the child, and he replied 
in the same tone. His cordial first intelligence had be^n 
bestowed upon his father, and he was not disposed to voks/i- 
«eer communications to the sister, whose apparent glouoy 
indifference mortified him. 

He had not sat down ten minutes bqfore word came tb*>t 

. Mrs. Finch was waiting for Miss Martindale. Theodora 

rose, in the midst of her father's and brother's amazemev^. 



OR, THE BROTBSB's WlfS. 157 

^ I told mamma of my arrangement to go with 6eorgiD& 
Finch to a lecture on Mesmerism,' she said. 

* Mesmerism 1 * was the sotto voce exclamation of Lord 
Martindale. ' But, my dear, you did not know that Arthur 
was at home this evening ? ' 

*Yes, I did,' said Theodora, coldly; mentally adding, 
^ and I knew he had been five hours without coming near 
me.' 

* Who is going with you ? Is Mr. Finch ? ' 

' I have hot heard. I cannot keep Georgina waiting.' 
It was no place for discussion. Lord Martindale only 
said — 

* Arthu/, cannot you go with your sister ? ' 

Afthur muttered that * it would be a great bore, and he 
was as tired as a dog.' He had no intention of going out 
of his way to oblige Theodora while she showed no feeling 
for what concerned him most nearly ; so he kept his place 
at the table, while Lord Martindale, displeased and per- 
plexed, came out to say a few words to his daughter, under 
pretext of' handing her to the carriage. * I am surprised, 
Theodora. It cannot be helped now, but your independent 
proceedings cannot go on here as at home.' 

Theodora vouchsafed no answer. The carriage con- 
tained only Mrs. Finch and Miss Gardner. Lord Martin- 
dale paused as his daughter stept in, gravely asking if they 
were going to take up Mr. Finch. Georgina's laugh was 
not quite what it would have been to a younger enquirer, 
but it did not tend to console him. * Mr. Finch 1 0, no I 
We ieft him to the society of his port wine. I mean to test 
the clairvojyante by asking what he is dreaming about. 
But there is no fear of our coming to harm. Here's sister 
Jane for a duenna, and I always find squires wherever I 
go.' 

Lord Martindale sat at home much annoyed, and pre- 
paring a lecture for his wilful daughter on her return. 
Sooth to say, Theodora did not find any great reward in her 
expedition. The sight was a painful one; and her high 
principles had doubts whether it was a legitimate subject 
for encouragement. She longed all the time to be sitting 
by Arthur's side, and hearmg of his little boy. How'young 
and gay he looked to be a father and head of a family 1 and 
how satisfying it seemed to have his bright eyes in sight 
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again ! * She looked so thoughifal that Georgina roused her 
by threatening to set the poor clairvojante to read her 
meditations. 

When Theodora came home, she would have gone 
straight up to her own room, but her father waylaid her^ 
and the first sound of his voice awoke the resolution to de- 
fend her freedom of action. Perhaps the perception that he 
was a little afraid of the rebuke he was about to administer 
added defiance to her determination. 

^ Theodora, I wish to speak to you. I do not wish to 
restrain your reasonable freedom, but I must beg that 
another time you will not ^x your plans without some refer- 
ence.' 

' I told mapoina/ she answered. 

^ I am not satisfied with the subject you haye chosen — 
and I do not quite like what I see of Mrs. Finch. I had 
rather you make no engagements for the present.' 

' I will take care/ said Theodora; 'but when mamma 
does not go out, I must have some one. I will do nothing 
worthy of disapproval. Good night' 

She walked off, leaving Lord J\iartindale baffled. 

That evening seemed to give its colour to the subsequent 
weeks. It was a time of much pain to Theodora, estranging 
herself from her brother, fancying him prejudiced against 
her, and shutting herself up from her true pleasures, to 
throw herself into what had little charm for her beyond the 
gratification of her self-will. 

She really loved Georgina Finch. There was the bond 
of old association and girlish friendship, and this ^could not 
be set aside, even though the pair had grown far asunder. 
Perhaps the strongest link had been their likeness in 
strength of expression and disregard of opinion ; but it now 
seemed as if what in Theodora was vehemence and determi- 
nation, was in Georgina only exaggeration and recklessness. 
However, Georgina had a true affection for Theodora, and 
looked up to her genuine goodness, though without much 
attempt to imitate it, and the positive enthusiasm she pos^ 
sessed for her friend was very winning to one who 'was 
always pining for affection. Therefore Theodora adhered 
to her intimacy through all the evidences of disapproval, 
and always carried the day. 

Georgina was well-born, and her sphere was naturally in 
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the highest circleB ; and though her marriage had been be- 
neath her own rank, this was little thought of, as she was 
rich, and by many considered very handsome, fashionable^ 
and agreeable. Mr. Finch was hardly ever seen, and little 
regarded when he was ; he was a quiet, good-natured old 
man, who knew nothing but of money matters, and was 
proud of his gay young wife. She had her own way, and 
was much admired ; sure to be in every party, and certain 
to be surrounded with gentlemen, to whom she rattled away 
with lively nonsense, and all of whom were ready to be her 
obedient squires. Her manners were impetuous, and, as 
well as her appearance, best to be described as dashing. 
Some people disliked her extremely ; but she was always 
doing good-natured generous things, and the worst that could 
be said of her was, that she was careless of appearances, 
and, as Arthur called her, * fast.' Theodora knew there 
was sincerity and warmth of heart, and was always trusting 
that these might develope into further ezeellences ; more- 
over, she was sensible of having some influence for good. 
More than one wild freak had been relinquished on her re- 
monstrance ; and there was enough to justify her, in her 
own eyes, for continuing Georgina's firm friend and cham- 
pion. 

She had no other friendships ; she did not like young 

ladies, and was still less liked by them ; and Jane Gardner 

was nobody when her sister was by, though now and then 

- her power was felt in double-edged sayings which recurred 

to mind. 

However, Theodora found society more intoxicating 
than she had expected. Not that her sober sense enjoyed 
or approved ; but in her own country she was used to be 
the undeniable prineess of her circle, and she could not go 
out without trying to stand first still, and to let her attrac- 
tions accomplish what her situation effected at home. Her 
princely deportment, striking countenance, and halfrepcj- 
ling, half-inviting manner, were more effective than the 
more regular beauty of other girls ; for there was something 
irresistible in the privilege of obtaining a bright look and 
smile from one whose demeanour was in general so distant ; 
and when she once began to talk, eager, decided, brilliant, 
original, and bestowing exclusive and flattering attention, 
for the time, on the favoured indirldual, no marvel that he 
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was bewitched, and when, the next night, she was hanghtj 
and regardless, he only watched the more ardently for a re- 
newal of her smiles. The general homage was no pleasure 
to her ; she took it as her duej and could not have borne to 
be without it. She had rather been at home with her books, 
or preparing lessons to send to her school at Brogden ; but 
in company she could not bear not to reign supreme, and 
put forth every power to maintain her place, though in her 
grand, careless, indifferent manner, and when it was over, 
hating and despising her very success. 

Arthur had thawed after his second visit to Ventnor ; 
he had brought away too much satisfaction and good humour 
to be pervious to her moody looks ; and his freedom and 
ease had a corresponding effect upon her. They became 
more like their usual selves towards~each other ; and when 
he yielded, on being again exhorted to stay for the soir^Cj 
she deemed it a loosening of the trammels in which he was 
held. He became available when she wanted him ,* and 
avoiding all mention of his family, they were very comfort- 
able until Theodora was inspired with a desire to go to a 
last appearance of Mademoiselle Bachel, unfortunately on 
the very evening when Violet had especially begged him to 
be with her. 

If he would have said it was his wedding-day, there 
could have been no debate ; but he was subject to a sort of 
schoolboy reserve, where he was conscious or ashamed. 
And there were unpleasant reminiscences connected with 
that day — that unacknowledged sense of having been en- 
trapped — that impossibility of forgetting his sister's expos- 
tulation — ^that disgust at being conspicuous — that longing 
for an excuse for flying into a passion — that universal hatred 
of everything belonging to the Mosses. He could not give 
a sentimental reason, and rather than let it be conjectured, 
he adduced every pretext but the true one ; professed to 
hate plays,' especially tragedies, and scolded his sister for^ 
setting her heart on a French Jewess when there were plenty 
of English Christians. 

* If you would only give me your true reason, I should be 
satisfied,' said she, at last. 

- * I love my love with a V,' was his answer, in so bright 
a tone, as should surely have appeased her ; but far from it; * 
she exclaimed, 
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* Ventnor ! Why, will no other time do for that ? ' 

* I have promised,' Arthur answered, vexed at her tone. 

' What possible difference can it make to her which daj 
jou go ? ' 

* I have said.' 

' Come, write and tell her it is important to me. Rachel 
will not appear again, and papa is engaged. She must 'see 
the sense of it. Come^ write.' 

* Too much trouble.' 

* Then I will ; I shall, say you gave me leave.' 

* Indeed,' said Arthur, fully roused, * you will say no 
such thing. You have not shown so much attention to Mrs. 
Martindale, that you need expect her to give way to your 
convenience.' 

He walked away, as he always did when he thought he 
had provoked a female tongue. She was greatly mortified 
at having allowed her eagerness to lower her into offering to 
ask a favour of that wife of his , who, no doubt, had insisted 
on his coming, after having once failed, and could treat him 
to plenty of nervous and hysterical scenes. 

Him Theodora pitied and forgave I 

But by and by her feelings were farther excited. She 
went with her mother to give orders at Storr and Morti- 
mer's, on the setting of some jewels which her aunt had given 
her, and there encountered Arthur in the act of selecting a 
blue enamel locket, with a diamond fly perched on it. At 
the soiree she had hieard him point out to Emma Brandon a 
similar one, on a velvet round' a lady's neck, and say that it 
would look well on Violet's white skin. So he was obliged 
to propitiate his idol with trinkets far more expensive than 
he could properly afford 1 

Theodora little guessed that the giftVas received with- 
out one thought of the white throat,' but with many specu- 
lations whether little Johnnie would soon be able to spare a 
bit of flaxen down to contrast with the black lock out from 
his papa's head. 

There was nothing for it but to dwell no more on this 
deluded brother, and Theodora tried every means to stifle the 
thought. She threw herself into the full whirl of society, 
rattling on in a way that nothing but high health and great 
bodily strength could have endured. After her discontented 
and ungracious commencement, she positively alarmed her 



162 hsabtsbasb; 

parents by the quantity she undertook, with flpirits ap 
patently never flagging, though never did she lose that 
aching void. Books, lectures, conversation, dancing, could 
not banish that craving for her brother ; nothing but the 
three hours of sleep that she allowed herself. If she ex- 
ceeded them, there were unfailing dreams of Arthur and his 
child. 

She thought of another cure. There was another kind 
of affection, not half so valuable in* her eyes as paternal 
love ; it made fools of people, but then they were happy in 
their blindness, and could keep it to themselves. She 
would condescend to lay herself open to the infection. It 
would be satisfying if she could catch it. She examined 
each of her followers in turn, but each fell short of her 
standard, and was repelled just as his hopes had been ex- 
cited. One * Hollo, Theodora, come along,' would have 
been worth all the court paid to her by men, to some of 
whom Arthur could ill have borne a comparison. 



CHAPTER VI. 

Thy precions things, whatever they be, 

That haunt and vex thee, heart and brain. 
Look to the Cross, and thoa sbalt see 
How thou mayst turn them all to gain. 
' ChHsUoM Year, 

All went well and smoothly at Ventnor, until a sudden 
and severe attack of some baby ailment threatened to render 
fruitless all Mr. Martindale's kind cares. 

Violet's misery was extreme, Ihough silent and unob- 
trusive ; and John was surprised to find how much he shared 
it, and how strong his own personal affection had become 
for his little nephew ; how many hopes he had built on him 
as the point of interest for his future life ; the circumstances 
also of the baptism giving him a tenderness for him, almosit 
a right in him, such as he could feci in no other child. 

Their anxiety did not last long enough for Arthur to be 
sent for; a favourable change soon revived the mother's 
hopes ; and the doctor, on coming down stairs after his even- , 
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ing's yisit, told John that the child was out of danger for 
the present; but added that he feared there were many 
more such trials in store for poor Mrs. Martindale ; he 
thought the infant unusually delicate, and feared that it 
would hardly struggle through the first year. 

John was much shocked, and sat in the solitary drawing- 
room, thinking over the disappointment and loss, severely 
felt for his own sake, and far more for the poor young 
mother, threatened witn so grievous a trial at an age when 
sorrow is usually scarcely known, and when she had well 
nigh sunk under the ordinary wear and tear of married life. 
She had been so utterly cast down and wretched at the 
sight of the child's suffering, that it was fearful to imagine 
what it would be when there would be no recovery. 

* Yes ! ' he mused with himself; *. Violet has energy, 
conscientiousness, high principle to act, but she does not 
know how to apply the same principle to enable heir to en- 
dure. She knows religion as a guide, not as a comfort. 
She had not grown up to it, poor thing, before her need 
came. She wants her mother, and knows not where to rest 
in her griefs. Heleg, my Helen, how you would have loved 
and cherished* her, and led her to your own precious secret . 
of patience and peace ! What is to be done for her ? Ar- 
thur cannot help her ; Theodora will not, if she could ; she 
is left to me. And can I take Helen's work on myself, and 
try to lead our poor young sister to what alone can support 
her ? I must try — mere humanity demands it. Yes, Helen, 

ou would tell me I have lived within myself too long, 
can only dare to speak through your example. I will 
strive to overcome my reluctance to utter your dear name.' 

He was interrupted by Violet coming down to make tea. 
She was now happy; congratulating herself on the rapid 
improvement in the course of the day, and rejoicing that 
John and the doctor had dissuaded her from sending at 
once for Arthur. 

' You were quite right,' she said, * and I am glad now 
he was not here. I- am afraid I was very fretful ; but, oh I 
you don't know what it is to see a baby so ill.' 

* Poor little boy — ' John would have said more, but 
she went on, with tearful eyes and agitated voice. 

' It does seem very hard that such a little innocent dar- 
ling should suffer. He is not three months old, and his poor 
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little life has been almost all pain and grief to him. I kjoow 
it is wrong of me, but I cannot bear it 1 If it is for my 
fault, why cannot it be myself? It almost makes me 
angry.' 

* It does seem* more than we can understand,' said John, 
mournfully ; * but we are told, * What I do thou knowest 
not now, but thou shalt know hereafter.' ' 

* When all the other young things — lambs, and birds, 
and all — are so happy, and rejoicing in the sunshine ! ' contin- 
ued Violet ; ' and children, too ! ' as some gay young voices 
floated in on the summer air, and brought the tears in a shower. 

' Don't grudge it to them, dear Violet,' said John, in his 
gentlest tone ; ' my dear little godson is more blessed in his 
gift. It seems to accord with what was in my "mind when 
we took him to church. I do not know whether it was from 
my hardly ever having been at a christening before, or whether 
it was the poor little fellow's distressing crying; but the 
signing him with the cross especially struck me, the token of 
suffering even to this lamb. The next moment I saw the 
fitness — the cross given to him to turn the legacy of pain to 
the honour of partaking of the Passion— yhow much more for 
an innocent who has no penalty of his own to Ifear ?' 

* I have read things like that, but — I know I am talking 
wrongly — it always seems hard and. stern to tell one not to 
grieve. You think it very bad in me to say so ; but, indeed, 
I never knew how one must care for a bajjy.' . . 

* No, indeed, there is no blaming you ; but what would 
comfort you would be to think of the Hand that is laid on 
him in love, for his highest good.' 

' But he wants no good done to him,' cried Violet. * He 
has been good and sinless >from the time before even his 
father or I saw him, when you — ' 

* We cannot tell what he may need. We are sure all he 
undergoes is sent by One who loves him better than even 
you do, who may be disciplining him for future life, or fit- 
ting him for brighter glory, and certainly giving him a share 
in tne cross that has saved him.' 

His gentle tones had calmed her, and she sat listening 
as if she wished him to say more. * Do you remember,' he 
added, ^ that picture you described to me this time last year,' 
the Ghirlandajo's Madonna ? ' • 

* Oh, yes,' said Violet, pleased and surprised. 
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' She does not hold hier Son back from the cross, does 
she, though the sword was to pierce through her own heart?' 
' Yes J but that was fM* the greatest reason.' 

* Indeed, it was; but He who 'was a Child, the first-born 
Son of His mother, does not afflict your baby without cause. 
He has laid on Him as much of His cross as he can bear ; 
and if it be yours also, you know that it is blessed to you 
both, and will turn to glory.' 

* The cross ! ' said Violet ; adding, after some thought, 
* Perhaps thinking of that might make one bear one's own 
troubles better.' 

•The most patient person I ever knew found it so,' said 
John; and with some hesitation and effort, ^You know 
about her?' 

^ A little,', she timidly replied ; and the tears flowed again 
as she said, * I have been so very sorry for you.' 

* Thank you,' he answered, in a suppressed tone of grate- 
ful emotion ; for never was sympathy more refreshing to one 
who had long mourned in loneliness. 

Eager, though almost alarmed, at being thus introduced 
to the melancholy romance of his history, Violet thought he 
waited for her to speak. ' It was dreadful,', she said ; * it 
was so cruel, to sacrifice her to those old people.' 

*Was it cruel? Was it wrong?' said John, almost to 
himself. ^ I hope not. I do not think I could have decid- 
ed otherwise.' 

* Oh, have I said anything wrong ? I don't properly know 
about it. I fancied Arthur told me — I beg your pardon.' 

* I do not think Arthur knew the circumstances ; they 
have never been much talked of I do not know whether 
you would care to listen to a long story ; but I should like 
you, as far as may be, to understand her, and consider her 
as your sister, who would have been very fond of you.' 

' And do you like to talk of it ? ' 

* That I do now,' said John ; her delicate, respectful sym- 
pathy so opening his heart, that what had been an effort be- 
came a relief 

^ I should be so glad. Baby is asleep, and I came down 
to stay with you. It is very kind of you.' 

' You are very kind to listen,' said John. * I must go a 
long way back, to the time when I lost my little sisters.' 

*• Had you any more sisters ? ' said Violet, startled. 
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'Two; Anna, and another Theodora. They died at 
four and two years old, within two days of each other, while 
my father and mother were abroad with my aunt.' 

* What was their illness, poor little things ? ' anxiously 
asked Violet. 

* I never knew. We all of us have, more or less, a 
West Indian constitutioD, that accounts for anything.' 

' How old were you ? Do you remember them ? ' 

* I was five. I have no distinct recollection of them, 
though I was very fond of Anna, and well remember the 
dreariness afterwards. Indeed, I moped and pined so much 
that it was thought that to give me young companions was 
the only chance for me ; and the little Fotheringhams were 
sent for from the parsonage to play with me.' 

* And it really began then ? ' 

* Yes,' said John, more cheerfully. ' She was exactly of 
my own age, but with all the motherly helpful kindness of 
an elder sister, and full of pretty, childish compassion for 
the little wretched solitary being that I was. Her guarding 
me from the stout riotous Percy — a couple of years younger 
— was the first bond of union ; and I fancy the nurses called 
her my little wife ; I know I believed it then, and ever after. 
We were a great deal together. I never was so , happy as 
with them ; and as I was a frail subject at the best, and Ar- 
thur was not born until I was nine years old, I was too great 
a treasure to be contradicted. The parsonage was the great 
balance to the home spoiling ; Mr. and Mrs. Fotheringham 
were most kind and judicious ; and Helen's character could 
not but tell on all around.' 

* Was she grave ? ' 

* Very merry, full' of fun, but with a thoughtful staidness 
in her highest spirits, even as a girl. I saw no change when 
we met again ' — after a pause : * No, I cannot describe her. 
When we go home you shall see her picture. No one ever 
reminded me of her as you do, though it is not fiatteriug 
you to say so. If the baby had been a girl, I think I should 
have asked you to call it by your second name. Well, we 
seldom spent a day without meeting, even after I had a tu- 
tor. The beginning of our troubles was her fifteenth birth- 
day, the 10th of July. I had saved up my money, and 
bought a coral cross and a chain for her ; but Mrs. Fother- 
ingham would not let her keep it ; she said it was too costly 
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for me to give to any one but my sister. She tried to treat 
it lightly ; but I was old enough to perceive her reason ; and 
I can feel the tingling in all my veins as I vowed with my- 
self to keep it till I should have a right to oflfer it.' 

* What did shedo?' 

* I cannot tell ; we did not wish to renew the subject. 
The worst of it was that my aunt, who hears everything, 
found this out. She interrogated me, and wanted me to 
give it to Theodora, a mere baby. I felt as if I was defend- 
ing Helen's possession, and reused to give it up unless at 
my father's command.' 

* I hope he did not order you.' 

* He never said a word to me. But our comfort was 
over ; suspicion was excited ; and I am afraid my aunt wor- 
ried Mrs. Fotheringham. Nothing was said, but there was 
a check upon us. I was sent to a tutor at a distance ; and 
when I was at home, either she went out on long visits in 
the holidays, or there was a surveillance on me ; and when 
I did get down to the parsonage it was all formality. She 
took to calling me Mr. Martindale (by the by, Violet,! wish 
you would not), was shy, and shrank from me.' *► 

* Gh I that was the worst,' cried Violet. * Did not she 
care ? ' 

* I believe her mother told her we were too old to go on 
as before. They were all quite right ; and I can now see it 
was very good for me. When Mr. Fotheringham died, and 
they were about to leave the parish, I spoke to my father. 
He had the highest esteem for them all^ was fond of her, 
knew they had behaved admirably. I verily believe he 
would have consented at once — nay, he had half done so, 
but-.' 

* Mrs. Nesbit, I am sure,' exclaimed Violet. 

^ He was persuaded to think I had not had time to know 
my own mind, and ought not to engage myself till I had seen 
more of the world.' 

* How old were you ? ' 

* Nineteen.' 

* Nineteen I If you did not know your own mind then, 
when could you ? ' 

John smiled, and replied , ' It was better to have such 
a motive. My position was one of temptation, and this was 
a safeguard as well as a check on idle prosperity. An iuceu- 
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tive to exertion, too ; for my father held out a hope that if I 
continued in the same mind, and deserved his confidence, he 
would consent in a few years, but on condition I should nei- 
ther say nor do anything to show my feelipgs.' 

' Then you never told her ? ' ^ 

*No.' 

' I should not have liked that at all 1 But she must have 
guessed.' 

^ She went with her mother to live in Lancashire, with 
old Mr. and Mrs. Percival, at Elsdale. There she lost her 
mother.' 

' How long did it go on before Lord Martindale consent- 
ed ? ' asked Violet, breathlessly. 

^ Five years, but at last he was most kind. He did 
fully appreciate her. I went to Elsdale ' — and he paused. 
^ For a little while it was more than I can well bear to re- 
member.' ^ 

* You gave her the cross- 1 ' said Violet, presently. 

* On her next birth-day. Well, then came considerations. 
Old Mrs. Percival was nearly blind, and could hardly move 
from her chair, the grandfather was very infirm, and becom- 
ing imbecile. His mind had never been clear since his 
daughter's death, and he always took Helen for her. She was 
everything to them.' 

* And they would not spare her ? ' 

' She asked me what was to be done. She put it entire- 
ly in my hands, saying she did not know where her duty lay, 
and she would abide by my decision.' 

* Then it was you ! I can't think how you could.' 

' I trust it was not wrong. So asked, I could not say she' 
ought to leave those poox old people to their helplessness for 
my sake, and I could not have come to live with them, for it. 
was when I was in Parliament, and there were other reasons. 
We agreed, then, that she should not leave them in her 
grandfather's lifetime, and that afterwards. Mrs. Percival 
should come to our home, Brogden, as we thought it would 
be. Indeed, Violet, it was a piteous thing to hearthat good 
venerable old lady entreating my pardon for letting Helen 
devote herself, saying, she would never have permitted it but 
for Mr. Percival, for what would become of him without his 
granddaughter — ^hoping they would not long stancl in our 
9ray, and promising us the blessing that Helen enjoys. Wo 
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3oald not regret our decision, and to be allowed to stand on 
each terms with each other was happiness enough then ; yet 
all the time I had a presentiment that I was giving her up 
for ever, though I thought it would be the other way ; the , 
more when the next year I had the illness that has made me 
good for nothing eyer since. That made it much easier to 
me, for I should have led her such a life of nursing and anx- 
iety as I would not inflict on any woman.' 
' Surely she had the anxiety all the same ?' 
' There is a good deal spared by not being on the spot.' 
How can he think so ? said Yiplet, to herself. I can't 
ima^ne how she lived as long as she did. ^ Did you not see 
her at all when you were ill ?' she said. 

' Yes, we had one great treat that winter when I was at 
the worst. It was one of my father's especial pieces of kind^. 
ness ; he wrote to her himself, and sent Simmonds to fetch 
her to Martindale.' 

* And were you able to enjoy having her ? ' 

' It was inflammation on the chest, so all my senses were 
free. She used to sit by me with^ her sober face, at work, 
ready to read and talk to me, and left sayings and thoughts 
that have brought refreshment at every such time. It was 
indeed a blessing that she could come that first time to 
teach me how to bear illness.' 

* How long did she stay ? ' 

*• Only three weeks, for her absence only showed how lit- 
tle she could be spared ; but she left an influence on that 
room of mine that it has never lost.' 

' How solitary it must have been when you were recover- 
ing.' 

' I had her letters. I will show you some of them some 
•day. She used to write almost daily.' 
• ^ And it was when you were getting better that you took 
the great journey in the JBast ? ' 

* Yes ; Percy had just left Cambridge, and was ready to 
take the care of me on his hands. Those two years went 
pleasantly by, and what a happy visit it wa3 at Jllsdale after- 
wards ! You can-t think how this talking over our travels 
has brought it bacL As long as Mrs. Perciyal Uved we did 
pretty well. She made Helen take care pf herself, and -I 
could go and stay there ; but after her de^th the poor olt 
man grew more childish and exacting. I ongp tried staying 
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at the curate^s, but it did not answer. He conld not bear f o 
have her out of his sight, and had taken an unhappy aversion 
to me, fancying me some old admirer of his own daughter, 
and always warning her against me.' 

* How distressing ! How wretched ! It would 4iave 
killed me long before ! How did she bear it ? I know it 
wa« patiently, but 1 cannot understand it I ' 

*Her letters will best show you. It was the perfect 
trust that it was good for us ; but what she underwent in 
those last three years we never knew. Her brother was at 
Constantinople. I could not go to Elsdale, and there was 
no one to interfere. We could not guess from her cheerful 
letters how she was wearing herself out, bearing his caprices, 
giving up sleep and exercise. I knew how it would be the 
first moment I met her, when I went to Elsdale to the fune- 
ral ; but it was supposed to J)e only over-fatigue, and her 
aunt, La(]y Fotheringham, took her home to recover. 
She grew worse, and went to London for advice. There I 
met her, and — and there she herself told mo she had disease 
of the heart, and could not live a year.' 

Violet gave a sort of sob. 

* She held up to me that cross — that first gift — she bade 
me think of the subjection of wills and affections it beto-' 
kened. Little had we once thought of that meaning ! ' 

* And then ? ' asked Violet, with face flushed and hands 
clasped. 

* Lady Fotheringham took her to Worthbourne.' 

* Could you be with her 7 ' 

' Yes. One of the especial subjects of thankfulness was 
that I was well enough to stay with her. She was perfectly' 
happy and contented, chiefly concerned to soften it to me. 
It was as if she had -finished her work, and was free to enjoy 
as she sank into full repose, sunsets, hoar frosts, spring blos- 
soms, the having me with her, her brother's return — every- 
thing was a pleasure. I can hardly call if- a time of grief, 
when she was so placid and happy. All the wishing and 
scheming was over, and each day that I could look at her 
in her serenity was only too precious.' 

* Was there much suffering ? ' ' 

* At times there was, but in general there was only lan- 
guor. She used to lie by the window, looking so smiline 
and tranquil that it was hard to believe how much she had 
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gone througH; and so peaceful, that we could iV)t dare to 
wish to bring her back to care and turmoil. The last time she 
was able to talk to me, she showed me the cross still round her 
neck, and said she should like to think it would be as much 
comfort to any one else as it had been to her. I did not see her 
again till I was called in for her last look on anything 
earthly, when the suffering was passed and there was peace- 
ful sinking.' 

Violet was crying too much for words, until at last she 
managed to say, * How could you — ^what could you do ? ' 

^ My illness was the best thing that could happen 
to me.' 

* How sorry you must have been to get welL' 
He replied, 

^ * Her wings were grown, 
T To heaven she's flown, 
'Cause I had none I'm left' 

' Those lines haunted me when I found myself reyiving 
to the weary useless life I spend here.' 
• * how can you call it so ? ' cried Violet. * How could 
Arthur and I do without you ? ' 

There was a sound upstairs, and she started to the door, 
ran up, but came down in a few moments. ' He is awake 
and better/ she said. ' I cannot come down again, for Sarah 
must go to supper. Good night, thank you for what you 
have told me ; ' then, with an earnest look, * Only I can't 
bear you to say your life is useless. You don't know how 
we look to you.' 

* Thank you for your kind listening,' he answered. * It 
has done me a great deal of good ; but do not stay,' as he 
saw her evidently longing to return to her child, yet linger- 
ing in the fear of unkindness to him. ^ I am elad he is bet- 
ter ; you and he must both have a good night." 

John was indeed refreshed by the evening's conversation. 
It had disclosed to him a new source of comfort, for hitherto 
his grief had never known the relief of sympathy. His 
whole soul had been fixed on one object from his boyhood ; 
the hopes of deserving Helen had been his incentive to exer- 
tion in his youth, and when disabled by sickness, he had 
always looked forward to a new commencement of active 
usefulness with her. It had been a life of waiting ; patient, 
but without present action^ and completely wrapped up in a 
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.single attachment and hope. Wheti that was taken horn 
him he had not failed in faith and submission, but he had 
nothing to occupy him or afford present solace and interest ; 
he had no future, save lonely waiting still, until he should 
again rejoin her who had been his all on earth. 

However, the effort made to reconcile his brother with 
the family had produced an unlopked-for influence, and en- 
larged his sphere of interest. At first came languid amuse 
ment in contemplating the pretty young bride, then liking 
and compassion for her, then the great anxiety in her illness, 
and afterwards real affection and solicitude for her and her 
child had filled his mind and detached him from hii^ own 
sorrows ; and he now became sensible that he had indeed, 
while trying to serve her and his brother, done much for 
his own relief. What she said of their dependence on him 
was not only a pleasure to him ; but it awoke him to the per- 
ception that ho had not been so utterly debarred from use- 
fulness as he had imagined, and that he had neglected inuch 
that might have infinitely benefited his brother, sister, and 
father. He had lived for himself and Helen alone 1 • 

He tried to draw out Helenas example to teach Violet to 
endure, and in doing so, the other side of the* lesson came 
home to himself. Helen's life had been one of exertion as 
well as of submission. It had not been merely spent in say- 
ing, * Thy will be done,' but in doing it ; she had not merely 
stood still and uncomplaining beneath the cross, but she had 
borne it onward in the service of others. ' 



CHAPTER VII. 



Sweeter ^tis to hearken 

Than to bear a part, 
Better to look on happiness 

Than to carry a Ught heart, 
Sweeter to walk on cloudy hills, 

With a sunny plain below, 
Than to weary of the brightness 

Where the flooda of snqshine flow. 

Alfobd. 



One morning John received a letter from Constantinople, 
which he had scarcely opened before he exclaimed, * Ha ! 
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what does he mean ? Given up his appointment ! Coming 
home ! It is just like him. I must read you what he says, 
it is so characteristic' 

* You must have been provoked at my leaving you all 
this time in doubt what to do with our precious tour ; but 
the fact is, that I have been making a fool of myself, and as 
the Crusaders are the only cover my folly has from the 
world, I must make the most of them. I give out that my 
literary affairs require my presence ; but you, as the means 
of putting me into my post, deserve -an honest confession. 
About six weeks ago, my subordinate, Evans, fell sick, an 
estimable chicken-hearted fellow. In a weak moment, 1 not 
only took his work on my hands, but bored myself by nurs- 
ing him, and thereby found it was a complaint only to be 
cured by my shoes.' 

* Shoes I *^ exclaimed Violet. John read on. 

* It was a dismal story of an engagement to a clergy- 
man's daughter ; her father just dead, she reduced to go out 
as governess, and he having half nothing of his own, .mend- 
ing the matter by working himself into a low fever, and do- 
ing his best to rid her of all care on his account. Of course 
I rowed him well, but I soon found I had the infection — a 
bad fit of soft-hear tedness came over me.' 

* Oh ! ' cried Violet, * he gives up for this poor man's 
sake.' 

* I thought all peace was over if I was to see poor Evans 
enacting the enamoured swain every day of my life, for the 
fellow had not the grace to carry it off like a man, besides 
having his business to do ; or, if he should succeed in dying, 
I should not only be haunted by his ghost, but have to cpn- 
vey his last words to the disconsolate governess. So, on 
calculation, I thought trouble would be «aved by giving no- 
tice that I was going home to publish the Crusaders, and 
sending him to fetch his bride, on whose arrival I shall bid 
a long farewell to the Grand Turk. I fancy I shall tdke an 
erratic course through Moldavia and some of those out of 
the way locations, so you need not write to me again here 
nor think of me till you see me about the end of August. 
I suppose about that time Theodora will have finished the 
course of severe toil reserved for young ladies every spring, 
so I shall come straight home, expecting to see you all.' 

' Home, does that mean Martindale 1 ' said Violet 
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* Yes. He has never looked on any place but Brogdea 
as his home.' 

' You don't think he repents of what he has done ? ' 
' No, certainly not. He has seen what a long engage- 
ment is.' 

* Yes ; I almost wonder at his writing to you in that 
tone.' 

^ He banters because he cannot bear to show his real 
feeling. I am not anxious about him. He has £300 a-year 
of his own, and plenty of resources, — besides, thfe baronetcy 
must come to him. He can afford to do as he pleases.' 

' What a noble character he must be ! ' said Violet; * it 
is like a story 1 How old is he ? ' 

* About nine-and-twenty. I am glad you should see 
him. He is a very amusing fellow.' 

' How clever he must be 1 ' 

* The cleverest man I know. I hope he will come soon. 
I should like to have a little time with him before my winter 
migration. We have not met since he was obliged to return, 
a fortnight after her death, when I little expected ever to 
see him again.' 

This prospect seemed to set John's mind more than ever 
on Helen, as if h* wanted to talk over her brother's conduct 
with her, and was imagining'her sentiments on it. 

He spoke much of her in the day, and in the evening 
brought down a manuscript-book. 

^1 should like to read some of this to you,' he ' said. 
* She had so few events in her life at Elsdale that her letters 
written to occupy me when I was laid up, became almost a 
journal of her thoughts. I copied out some parts to carr^ 
about with me ; and perhaps you would like to hear some of 
them.' 

* Indeed I should, thank you, if you ought to read aloud.' 
He turned over the pages, and seemed to be trying 

whether he could bear to read different passages, but gave 
up one after another, and nearly half an hour had passed 
before he began. 

* February 20th. It was the winter after her ooAing to 
Martindale.' 

^ This morning was a pattern one for February, and I 
went out before the brightness was passed, and had several 
turns in the walled gar den» I am afraid you will never bo able 
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to understand the pleasantness of such a morning. Perhaps 
you will say the very description makes you shiver, but I 
must tell you how beautiful it was. The frost last night 
was not sharp, but just sufficient to detain the dew till the 
sun could turn it into diamonds. There were some so bril- 
liant, glancing green or red in diflPerent lights, they were 
quite a study. It is pleasant to think that, this pretty frost 
is not adorning the plants with unwholesome beauty, though 
the poor little green buds of currant and gooseberry don't 
like it, and the pairs of woodbine leaves turn in their edges. 
It is doing them good against their will, keeping them from 
spreading too soon. I fancied it like early troubles keeping 
baptismal dew fresh and bright ; and those jewels of living 
light went on to connect themselves with the radiant coronets 
of some whom the world might call blighted in — ' 

It had brought on one of his severe fits of coughing. 
Violet was going to ring for Bro^n, but he stopped her by 
a sign, which he tried to make reassuring. It was worse, 
and lasted longer than the former one, and exhausted him 
so much, that he had tp rest on the sofa cushions befbre he 
could recover breath. At last, in a very low voice, he said, 
* There, it is of no use to try.' 

* I hope you are better ; pray don't speak ; only will you 
have anything ? ' 

* No, thank you ; lying still will set me to rights. It is 
only that these coughs leave a pain — nothing to mind.' 

He settled himself on the sofa, not without threatenings 
of » return of cough, and Violet arranged the cushions, con- 
cerned at his trying to thank her. After a silence, he be- 
gan to breathe more easily, and said, * Will you read me the 
rest of that ? ' 

She gave him the book to find the place, and then 
read : 

* The world might call them blighted .in their early 
bloom, and deprived of all that life was bestowed for ; but 
how different is the inner view, and how glorious the thought 
of the numbers of quiet, common-place sufferers in homely 
life, like my currant and gooseberry bushes, who have found 
their frost has preserved their dew-drops to be diamonds for 
ever. If this is too fanciful, don't read it, but I go rambling 
ou as the notions come into my head, and if you only get a 
laugh at my dreamings, they will have been of some uso to 
you.' 
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* How beautiful I ' said Violet ; 'how you must have 
liked receiving such letters I ' 

* Yes '^ the greatest blank in the day is post time.' • 

He held out his hand for the book, and found another 
passage for her. 

^ I have been thinking how kindly that sentence is 
framed : * Casting all your care on Him.' All, as if we 
might have been afraid to lay before Him our petty per- 
plexities. It is the knowing we are cared for in detail that 
is the comfort ; and that when we have honestly done our 
best in little things our Father will bless them, and fill up 
our shortcomings. 

' That dressmaker must haye been a happy woman, who 
never took home her work without praying that it might fit. 
I always liked that story particularly, as it shows how the 
practical life in the most trivial round can be united with 
thus casting all our care u|»on Him — the being busy in our 
own station with choosing the good part. I suppose it is as 
a child may do its own work in a manufactory, not concern- 
ing itself for the rest ,* or a coral worm make its own cell, 
not knowing what branches it is helping to form, or what an 
island it is raising, What a mercy that we have only to try 
to do right from moment to moment, and not meddle with 
the future I ' 

^ Like herself,' said John. 

' I never thought of such things,' said Violet. * I 
never thought little matters seemed worth treating in this 
way.' 

' Everything that is a duty or a grief must be worth it,' 
said John. ' Consider the worthlessness of what we think 
most important in That Presence. A kingdom less than an 
ant^s nest in comparison. But, here, I must show you a 
more everyday bit. It was towards the end, when she hard- 
ly ever left her grandfather, and I had b^en writing to urge 
her to spare herself Violet read — 

' You need ijiot be afraid, dear John ; I am quite equal 
to all I have to do. Fatigue never knocks me up, which is 
a great blessing ; and I can sleep anywhere at the shortest 
notice. Indeed, I dont know what should tire me, for there 
is not even any running up and down stairs ; and as to 
spirits, you would not think them in danger if you heard 
how I talk parish matters to the curate, and gossip with the 
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dootor, till gr9.Qdpapa brightens, and I have to shont an alh 
stract of the news into his ear. It is such a treat to bring 
that flash of intelligence ou his face — and it has not been so 
rare lately ; he seems now and then to follow one of the 
Psalms, as I read them to him at intervals through the day. 
Then for pastime, there is no want of that, with the two win- 
dows looking out different ways. I can't think how you 
could forget my two beautiful windows — one with a view of 
the back door for my dissipation, and the other with the 
garden, and the varieties of trees and the ever-changing 
clouds. I never look out without finding some entertain- 
ment ; my last sight was a long-tailed titmouse, popping into 
the yew tree, and setting me to think of the ragged fir tree 
at Brogden, with you and Percy spying up, questioning 
whether golden-crest or long-tailed pye lived in the dome 
above. No, no ; don't waste anxiety upon me. I am very 
happy, and have everything to be thankful for.' 

' ^ My mind to me a, kingdoid is,' she might have said,' 
observed John, 

^ She might indeed. How beautiful ! How ashamed it 
does make one of oneself ! ' 

So they continued, he choosing passages, which she read 
aloud, till the' evening was over^when he asked her whether 
she would like to look through the book? 

* That I should, but you had rather I did not.' 

* Yes, I do wish you to read it, and to know Helen. 
There is nothing there is any objection to your seeing. I 
wrote them out parjtly for Percy's sake. Your reading these 
to me has been very pleasant.' 

* It has been so to me, I am sure. I do not know how 
to thank you ; only I am grieved that you have hurt your- 
self I hope you are better now.' 

* Yes, thank you ; I shall be quite right in the morning.' 
His voice was, however, so weak, and he seemed so un- 
comfortable, that 'Violet was uneasy ; and as Brown lighted 
her candle in the hall, she paused to consult him, and fi)und 
that, though concerned, he did not apprehend any bad con- 
sequences, saying that these attacks were often brought on 
by a chill, or by any strong excitement ; he had no doubt 
this was occasioned by hearing of Mr. Fotheringham's in- 
tended return ; indeed, he had thought Mr. Martinoale looked 
flushed and excited all day. 

VOL. I. — 8* 
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Never did charge appear more precious tlian those eZ' 
tracts. She had an enthusiastic veneration for Helen, and 
there was a youthful, personal feeling for her, which made 
her apply the words and admire them far more than if they 
had been in print. 

As she dwelt upon them, the perception grew on her, that 
liot only was it a duty to strive for contentment, but that to 
look on all trials as crosses to be borne daily, was the only 
way to obtain it.- 

Helen's many homely trials and petty difficulties were 
what came to her chiefly as examples and encouragements, 
and she began to make resolutions on her own account. 

Yet, one day, when Arthur was expected and did not 
come, she conjured up so many alarms, that it was well that 
consideration for her c*ompanion obliged her to let him divert 
her mind. 

The next day John led her to the beach, and -^ct her to 
find rare sea- weeds for his mother. The charm of the- pur- 
suit, the curling tide, the occasional peeps at Johnnie as he 
was paraded, serene and sleepy, in Sarah's arms, made time 
speed so fast, that she was taken by surprise when voices 
hailed them, and she beheld Arthur and his father. 

No wedding-day being in the case, Arthur had gladly 
put off his coming on a proposal from his father to accom- 
pany him, see John's menage^ iind be introduced to his 
grandson. 

Much more warmly than in former times did Lord Mar- 
tindale greet his daughter-in-law, and quickly he asked for 
the baby. In spite of the doctor's prognostications, the little 
fellow had begun to mend, and he looked his best, nearly 
hidden in hood and mantle, and embellished by his mother's 
happy face, as she held him in her arms, rejoicing in the wel- 
come bestowed on the first grandson. 

Violet had never been so comfortable with Lord Martin- 
dale. There was the adyantage of being the only lady, and 
he unbent more than he ever did at home. He had, come 
partly to see what was to be the next arrangement. Five 
weeks of London had been almost too much for Lady Mar- 
tindaie, with whom it never agreed, and who had found a 
season with her unmanageable daughter very different from 
what it had formerly been, when her aunt arranged every- 
thing for her ; and the family were about to return home. 
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Arthur was to brjng his wife to Martindale as soon as his 
leave began-^but this would not be for a month ; and his 
father, concerned to see her still so delicate, advised him not 
to think of her return to London in the hottest part of the 
'year, and proposed to take her and the baby home with him. 
John, however, declared that he should prefer staying on at 
Yentnor with her ; the place agreed with him, and he liked 
the quiet for finishing Percy Fotheringham's work ; besides, 
it suited Arthur better to be able to come backwards and 
forwards. The only doubt was, whether she was tired of his 
dull company. 

Arthur answered for her, and she was well satisfied, 
thinking it a great escape not to have to go to Martindale 
without him, but afraid John was giving up a great deal to 
her, when she must be a very tiresome companion ; at which 
Arthur laughed, telling her of John's counter fears, and 
adding, that he had never seen his brother in such good spirits 
in all his life — he was now actually like other people. 

Lord Martindale also feared that John found his under- 
taking wearisome, and talked it over with him. saying it was 
very kind of him, very good for Arthur's wife ; but was she 
society enough? * Would he not like to have Theodora to 
relieve him of the charge, and be more of a companion? ' 

^ Thank you,' said John, ^ we shall be very glad to have 
Theodora, if she likes to come. It is a very good oppor- 
tunity for them to grow intimcate.' 

* I'll send her next time Arthur comes,' 

/ But you must not think it an act of compassion, as if 
Violet was on my hands. She is a particularly agreeable 
person, and we do very well together. In fact, I have en- 
joyed this time very much ; and Theodora must not think 
herself obliged to come for my sake, as if I wanted help.' 

^ I understand,' said^ his father ; ^ and of course it will 
depend on what engagements they have made ; but I should 
be very glad she should be more with you, and if she saw 
more of Arthur's wife, it might detach her from those friends 
of hers. I cannot think how it is Theodora is not disgusted 
with Mrs. Finch 1 It is a comfort, after all, that Arthur 
did not marry Miss Gardner 1 ' 

' A great one ! ' 

^ This girl has simplicity and gentleness at least, poor 
thing,' continued Lord Martindale ; ' and I am quite of your 
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opinion, John, that marriage has improved him greatly. I 
never saw him so free from nonsense. Strangely as it has 
come about, this may be the making of him. I only wish I 
could see her^ and the poor child looking stronger. I wil) 
send your sister, by all means.' 

So Lord Martindale returned, and proposed the plan to 
his daughter. At first, she was flattered at being wanted, 
and graciously replied, ' Poor John, he must want some 
variety.' 

' Not exactly that,' said her father. ^ They are so com- 
fortable together, it is a pleasure to see them. I should like 
to stay there myself, and it is a very agreeable scheme for 
you.' 

' I was considering my engagements,' said Theodora. 
' Of course, if I am really wanted, everything must be put * 
aside.' 

' John desired you would not think it an act of charity,' 
said her father. ' He says he finds her a most agreeable com- 
panion, and you need only look upon it as a pleasant scheme 
for all parties.' 

* Oh,' said Theodora, in a different tone. 

* He said you were not to put yourself out of the way. 
• He would be very glad of your company, and it will be very 

good for you all to be together.' 

^ Oh ! then I don't think it is worth while for me to go,' 
said Theodora. ' I am much obliged to John, but I should 
only interfere with his course of education.' 

' Not go ? ' said her father. 

' No, there is no occasion ; and I wish to be at home as 
soon as I can.' 

* Well, my dear, you must decide your own way, but I 
thought you would be glad of the opportunity of being with 
John, and I should be glad, too, that you should see more 
of your sister. She is a very engaging* person, and I am 
sure you would find her a more satisfactory companion than 
Mrs. Finch.' 

After this speech, Theodora would have suffered con- 
siderably rather than have gone. ' They will soon be at 
Martindale,' she said, ^ and I cannot stay longer away from 
the village.' 

< I wish at least that you would- go down as I did for a 
day with Arthur. You would enjoy it, and it would ^ve 
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them all pleasure.. Indeed, I think it would only be a pro- 
per piece of attention on your part.* 

She made no answer , but the next time Arthur was 
going, she instantly stopped all her father's arrangements 
for her accompanying .him, by. saying she was going to a 
lecture on electricity ; then, when Lord Martindale began 
asking if Arthur could not change his day, she majestically 
said, ' No, Arthur would not disappoint Mrs. Martindale on 
my account.* 

' If you would go, Theodora,' said Arthur, eagerly ' Vio- 
let would not mind waiting. She would be specially pleased 
to show you the boy. It is very jolly there.' 

The first time he had spoken to her of his three months 
old son. If she had not been in a dire fit of sullen jealousy, 
it would have softened as much as it thrilled her, but she 
had the notion that she was not wanted, except to do homage 
to the universally-petted Violet. 

^ I cannot spare a day.' 

So Arthur was vexed, and the frost was harder. 

John had not much expected Theodora, and was more 
sorry for her sake than his own. The last month was still 
better than .the first, the brother and sister understood each 
other more fully, and their confidence had become thoroughly 
confirmed. The baby had taken a start, as Sarah called it, 
left off unreasonable crying, sat up, laughed and stared about 
with a sharp look of inquiry in his dark eyes and tiny thin 
face, so ridiculously like his grandfather, Mr. Moss, that his 
mother could not help being diverted with the resemblance, 
except when she tormented herself with the fear that the 
likeness was unpleasing to Arthur, if perchance he remarked 
it ; but he looked so little at the child, that she often feared 
he did not care for him personally, though he had a certain 
pride in him as son and heir. 

Violet herself though still delicate and requiring care, 
had recovered her looks and spirits, and much of her 
strength, and John walked and conversed more than he had 
done for years, did not shrink from the society of the few 
families they were acquainted with,^ and seemed to have de- 
rived as much benefit from his kind scheme as the objects of 
it. In fact, his hopes, and affections were taking a fresh 
spring — ^the effects of his kindness to Arthur and Violet had 
shown him that he could be useful to others, and he thus 
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discovered what he had missed in his indulged life, crossed 
in but one respect — ^he saw that ^he had set himself aside 
from family duties, as well as from the more active ones that 
his health prohibited, and with a feeling at once of regret 
and invigoration, he thought over the course that lay open 
to him, and soon began to form plans and discuss them with 
his ever ready listener. His foreign winters need no longer 
be useless, he proposed to go to Barbuda to look after nis 
mother's estates — indeed, it seemed so obvious, that when 
he once thought of it, he could not imagine why it had 
never occurred to him before ; it would save his father the 
voyage, and when he and Violet began to figure to them* 
selves the good that could be done there, they grew animat- 
ed and eager in their castles. 

That month spe({ fast away, and their drives were now 
last visits to the places that had charmed them at first 
Their work was prepared for Mr. Eotheringham's inspciotion, 
and Violet having copied out her favourite passages of Helen's 
book, returned it on the last evening. ' I don't think I hah* 
understand all she says, though I do admire it so much, and 
wish I was like it.' 

^ You will be, you are in the way.* 

* You don't know how foolish 1 am,' said Violet, almost 
H,a if he was disrespectful to Helen. 

*• Helen was once seventeen,' said John, smiling. 

' Oh, but I have no patience. I fret and teaze myself, 
and fancy all sorts of things, instead of trusting as she did. 
I don't know how to do so.' 

^I know how weakness brings swarming harassing 
thoughts,' said John ; 4t is well for us that there are so many 
external helps to patience and confidence.' 

' Ah ! that is what shows how bad I am,' said Violet de- 
spondingly. ' I never keep my mind in order at church, yet 
I am sure I was more unreasonably discontented when I was 
not able to go.' 

' Which shows that it is of use to you. Think of it not 
only as a duty that must be fulfilled, but watch for refresh- 
ment from it, and you will find it come.' 

' Ah ! I have missed all the great festivals this year. I 
have not stayed to the full service since I was at Rickworth, 
and what is worse, I do not dislike being prevented,' said 
Violet, falteringly ; as if she must say the words, ' I don't like 
staying alone.' 
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* You must conquer that,' said John, earnestly. * That 
feeling must never keep you away. Your continuance is the 
best hope of bringing him ; your leaving off would be fatal 
to you both. I should almost like you to promise never to 
keep away because he did.' 

' I think I can promise,' said Violet, faintly. * It is "only 
what mamma has always had to do ; and, last Christmas, it 
did keep me away. I did think then he would have come ; 
and when I found that he did not — then I was really tired — 
but I know I could have stayed — but I made it an excuse, 
and went away.' The tears began to flow. ^ I thought of it 
again when I was ill, and afterwards when I found out how 
nearly I had been dying ; it was frightful. I said to myself, 
I would not miss again ; but I never had the opportunity 
since I have been well.' 

* It is monthly at home,' said John. * Only try to look to 
it as a favour and a- comfort, as I said about church -going, 
but in a still higher degree — not merely as a service required 
from "you. Believe it is a refreshment, and in time you will 
find it the greatest.' 

* I'll try,' she said, in a low, melancholy voice ; * but I 
never feel as good people do.' 

^ You have had more than usual against you,' said John ; 
' cares for which you were not prepared, and weakness to ex- 
aggerate them ; but you will have had a long rest, and I hope 
may be more equal to the tasks of daily life.' 

They were interrupted by tea being brought; and the 
conversation continued in a less serious style. 

* Our last tea-drinking,' said John. ' Certainly, it has 
been very pleasant here.' 

^ This island, that I thought so far away, and almost in 
foreign parts,' said Violet, smiling ; ' I hope it has cured 
me of foolish terrors.' 

' You will bravely make up your mind to Martindale.' 

' I shall like to show Johnnie the peacock,' said Violet, 
in a tone as if seeking for some pleasant anticipation. 

John laughed, and said, ' Poor Johnnie 1 I shall like to 
see him there in his inheritance.' 

' Dear little man ! I hope his grandfather will think him 
grown. I am glad they did not see him while he was so 
tiny and miserable. I am sure they must like him now, he 
takes so much notice.' 
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* You must not be disappointed if my mother does not 
make much of him,' said John ; * it was not her way with 
her own.' Then, as Violet looked aghast, * You do not 
know my mother. It requires a good deal to show what sho 
can be, beneath her distant manner. I never knew her till 
two years ago.' 

* When you were past thirty ? ' broke from Violet's lips, 
in a sort of horror. 

* When I was most in need of comfort,' he answered. 
^ There has been a formality and constraint in our life that 
has not allowed the affections their natural play, but indeed 
they exist. There have been times when even I distrusted 
my mother's attachment ; but she could not help it, and it 
was all the stronger afterwards. Madeira taught me what 
she is, away from my aunt.' 

' I do hope it is not wrong to feel about Mrs. Nesbit as 
I do ! I am ready to run away from her. I know she is 
spying for my faults. Oh, I cannot like her ! ' 

* That is a very mild version of what I have felt,* said 
John ; ^ I believe she has done us all infinite harm. But I 
am hardly qualified to speak ; for, from the time she gave 
up the hope of my being a credit to the family, she has dis- 
liked me, said cutting things, well nigh persecuted me. 
She did harass Helen to give me up ; but, after all, poor 
woman, I believe I have been a great vexation to her, and I 
cannot help being sorry for her. It is a pitiable old age, 
straining to keep hold of what used to occupy her, and irri- 
tated at her own failing faculties.' 

* I will try to think of that,' said Violet. 

* I wonder what powers she will give me over her West 
Indian property ; I must try,' said John ; * it will make a 
great difference to my opportunities of usefulness. I must 
talk to my father about it.' 

* How very kind Theodora is to poor little Miss Piper,' 
said Violet. 

* Yes ; that is one of Theodora's best points.' 

* Oh ! she is so very good ; I wish she could endure 
me.' 

' So do I,' said John. * I have neglected her, and now 
I reap the fruits. In that great house at home people live 
sd much apart, that if they wish to meet, they must seek 
each other. And I never saw her as a child but when she 
came down in the evening, with her great black eyes looking 
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80 large and fierce. As a wild, high-spirited girl I never 
made acquaintance with her, and now I cannot.' 

^ Bat when you were ill this last time, did she nat read 
to you, and nurse you ?' 

* That was not permitted ; there might have been risk ; 
and besides, as Arthur says, I only wished to be let alone. 
I had not then realized that sympathy accepted for the sake 
of the giver will turn to the good of the receiver. No ; .1 
have thrown her away, as far as I am concerned ; and when 
I see what noble character and religious feeling there is with 
that indomitable pride and temper, I am the more grieved. 
Helen walked with her twice or three times when she was 
at Martindale, and she told me how much there was in her, 
but I never tried to develope it. I thought when Helen was 
her sister — but that chance is gone. That intractable spirit 
will never be tamed but by affection; but, unluckily, I don't 
know,' said John smiling, * who would marry Theodora ?' 

* Oh ! how can you say so ? She is so like Arthur.' 
John laughed. * No, I give up the hope of a Petruchio.' 
« But Mr. Wingfield, I thought ' 

' Wingfield 1 ' said John, starting. ^ No, no, that's not 
likely.' 

' Nor Lord St. Erme ? ' 

' I hope not. He is fanoy-bit, I suppose, but he is not 
her superior. Life with him would harden rather than tame 
her. No. After all, strangely as she has behaved about 
him, when she has him in sight, I suspect there is one person 
among us more likely to soften her than any other.' 

* Arthur?' 

* Arthur's son.' 

* Oh ! of course, and if she will but love my Johnnie, I 
don't much care about^his mamma.' 



CHAPTER VIII. 

In glowing health, with boundless wealth, 

But sickening of a vagae disease. 
Yon know so ill to deal with time, 

Ton needs mast pliy such pranks as these. 

TSNHTSOlf. 

In spite of herself, Theodora's heart bounded at tho pros- 
pect of having Arthur's child in the house. She visited tho 
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babies in the village, and multiplying their charms by the 
superior beauty of- Arthur and his wife, proportionably 
raised her expectations, but, of course, she betrayed none 
of her eagerness, and would not give up one iota of her 
course of village occupations for the sake of being at home 
for the arrival. 

Nevertheless she returned across the park, through burn- 
ing sunshine, at double-quick pace, only slackened on seeing 
a carriage ; but it proved to be her aunt, who was being assisted 
out of it, and tottering up the steps with the help of Lady 
Martindale's arm, while Miss Piper coming down to give 
her assistance, informed them that the party had arrived 
about an hour before. The two gentlemen had gone out, and 
Mrs. Arthur Martindale was in her own room. 

Trembling with eagerness, Theodora followed the tardy 
steps of her mother and aunt as they mounted the stairs. 
As they entered the gallery, a slender figure advanced to 
meet them, her apple-blossom face all smiles, and carrying a 
thing like a middle-sized doll, if doll had ever been as bald, 
or as pinched, or as skinny, or flourished such spare arms, or 
clenched such claw-like fingers. Was this the best she 
could give Arthur by way of son and heir ? Yet she looked 
as proud and exulting as if he had been the loveliest of chil- 
dren, and the little wretch. himself had a pert, lively air of 
speculation, as if he partook her complacency. 

• Lady Martindale gave her stately greeting, and Mrs. 
Nesbit coldly touched her hand ; then Theodora, with some 
difl&culty, pronounced the words, * How are you ? ' and 
brought herself to kiss Violet's cheek, but took no apparent 
notice of the child, and stood apart while her mother made 
all hospitable speeches, moving on, so as not to keep Mrs. Nes- 
bit standing. 

Theodora followed her aunt and mother, and as soon as 
the baize door was shut on them, Violet hugged her baby 
closely, whispering, ' No welcome for the poor little boy 1 
nobody cares for him but his own mamma ! Never mind, 
my Johnnie, we are not too grand to love each other.' 

Theodora in the mean time could not help explaiming, 

* Poor child ! It is just like a changeling P 

* Dont talk of it, my dear,' said Lady Martindale, with a 
shudder and look of suffering. * Poor little dear ! He 
looks exactly as your poor little brother did ! ' and she left 
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the room with a movement far unlike her usually slow dig- 
oified steps. 

* Ah ! ' said her aunt, in a tone between grief and dis- 
pleasure ; ' here's a pretty business ! we must keep him out of 
iier way I Don't you ever bring him forward, Theodora, to 
revive all that.' 

' What is the meaning of it ? * said Theodora. * I did not 
know I ever had another brother.' 

^ It was long before your time, my dear ,'but your mamma 
has never entirely got' over it, though he only lived nine 
weeks. I would not have had the recollection recalled on any 
account. And now John has brought this child here I If 
he was to die here I don't know what the effect on your 
mamma would be.' 

* He is not going to die I ' said Tl^eodora, hastily ; * but 
let me hear of my other brother, aunt.' 

* There is nothing to hear, my dear,' said Mrs. Nesbit. 
'"llow could th$ girl think of bringing him on us without 
preparation ? An effect of John's spoiling her, of course. 
She expects him to be made much of; but she must be 
taught to perceive this is no house of which she can make all 
parts a nursery I ' 

* Let me hear about my brother,' repeated Theodora. 
* How old would he be ? What was his name ? ' 

* His name was Theodore. He never could have lived,' 
said Mrs. Nesbit : * it was much as it was with this child 
of Arthur's. He was born unexpectedly at Vienna. Your 
mamma had a dreadful illness, brought on by your father's 
blundering sudden way of telling her of the death of poor 
little Dora and Anna. He has not a notion of self-command 
or concealment ; so, instead of letting me prepare her, he 
allowed her to come home from the drive, and find him 
completely overcome.' 

Theodora better understood her mother's stifled sympa- 
thy for Violet, and her father's more openly shown feeling 
for Arthur. 

* We were in great alarm for her,' continued Mrs. Nes- 
bit ; ^ and the poor child was a miserable little thing, and 
pined away till we thought it best to send him home to be 
under English treatment ; and your iather chose to go 
with him to see John, who was in a very unsatisfactory 
state.' 
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* And mamma did not go ? ' 

' She was unfit for the journey, and I remained with her 
It was a fortunate arrangement of mine ; for I knew he 
could not survive ; and anxiety for him retarded her recov- 
ery, though we had hardly ever let her see him.* 

* Then he died ! — how soon ? ' 

' At Frankfort, a fortnight after we parted with him. It 
was a dreadful shock to her ; and if it had happened in the 
house, I do not think she would ever have recovered it. Was 
it a fortnight ? Yes, I know it was ; for it was on the 3d of 
September that I had your papa's letter. We were going 
to a party at Prince K — 's where there was to be a celebrat- 
ed Italian improvisatrice, and I would not give her the let- 
ter till the next morning.' 

Theodora stared at her in incredulous horror. 

* It threw her back sadly ^ but I did my utmost to rally 
her spirits, and her health did not suffer so materially as I 
feared ; but she has strong feeling, and the . impression has 
never been entirely removed. She scarcely ventured to look 
at Arthur or at you. How could your papa have let this 
child come here ? ' , 

* Is he like poor little Theodore ? ' said the sister. 

* Only as one wretched-looking baby is like another. 
This one is not a bit like the Martindales : it ig exactly his 
mother's face.' 

* Is he buried here ? ' 

' Who — Theodore ? Yes ; your papa came home, and 
managed matters his own way, sent off all the governesses, 
put John under that ignorant old nurse, and began the 
precious intimacy with the Fotheringhams, that led to such 
results. I could have told him how it would be ; but I 
believe he did repent of that 1 ' 

* Did John know' about Theodore ? 

' No ; his sisters' death had such an effect on him that 
they kept the knowledge from bim. You had better never 
mention it, my dear; and especially,' she added, somewhat 
pleadingly, * I would not have the party at the Prince's 
transpire to your papa.' • 

Theodora felt her indignation would not endure conceal- 
ment much longer. She called Miss Piper, and hastened 
away, the next moment finding herself vis d-vis with John. 

* Are you just come in ? * said he, greeting her. 
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' No, I have been with my aunt. How are you now ? ' 
' Quite well, thank you. I wish you could have come to 
Ventnor. You would have enjoyed it very much.' 

* Thank you.' 

* Have you seen Violet ? ' 

* Yes, I have.' 

* And the little boy ? ' 
*Yes.' 

* I can't say he is a beauty, but you who are such a baby 
fancier will find him a very animated, intelligent child. I 
hope all fear is over about him now ; he has thriven wonder- 
fully of late.' 

Perverseness prompted Theodora to say, * The baby at 
the lodge is twice the size.' 

« John saw there was no use in talking, and shut himself 
into his room. The next instant Sarah appeared, with the 
baby on one arm, and a pile of clothes on the other. 

No one was in sight, so Theodora could gratify her pas- 
sionate yearnings for her brother's babe ; justifying herself 
to her own pride, by considering it charity to an overloaded 
servant. 

* Let me have him. Let me carry him up.' 

* Thank you, ma'am, I'll not fash you,' said Sarah, stiffly. 

* Let me. ^ Oh ! let me. I have often held a baby. 
Come to me, my precious. Don't you know your aunt, your 
papa's own sister ? There, he smiled at me 1 He will come ! 
You know me, you pretty one ! ' 

She held him near the window, and gazed with almost 
devouring eyes. 

' He will be handsome — he will be beautiful ! ' she said. 
* Oh I it is a shame to say you are not! You are like your 
papa — ^you are a thorough Martindale ! That is your papa's 
bright eye, and the real Martindale brow, you sweet, little, 
fair, feeble, helpless thing I Oh ! nurse, I can't spare him 
yet, and you have to unpack. Let me hold him. I know he 
likes me. Don't you love aunt Theodora, babe ? ' 

Sarah let her keep him, mollified by her devotion to him, 
and relieved at having him off her hands in taking possession 
of the great, bare, scantily-furnished nursery. Theodora 
lamented over his xlelicate looks, and was told he would not 
be here now but for his mamma, and the Isle of Wight doc- 
tor, who had done him a power of good. She begged to 
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hear of all his .wants ; rang the bell ; and walked up and 
down the room, caressing him, until he grew fretful ; and no 
one answering the bell, she rang again in displeasure. Sarah 
thankfng her, and saying she wished to have him ready for 
bed before his mamma came up. 

After her public reception, Theodora would not be caught 
nursing him in secret, so hastily saying she would send some 
one, she kissed the little blue-veined forehead, and rushing 
at full speed down the back stairs, she flew into the house- 
"keeper's room : ' Jenkins, there^s n9 one attending to the 
nursery bell. I wish you would see to it. Send up some 
one with some hot water to Master Martindale directly.' 

As fast she ran back to her own room, ordered off Pau- 
line to help Master Martindale's nurse, and flung herself into 
her chair, in a wild fit of passion. 

* Improvisatrice4 Prince's parties ! this is what it is to 
. bo great, rich, horrid people, and live a heartless, artificial 
life ! Even this silly, affected girl has the natural instincts 
of a mother ; she nurses her sick child, it lies on her bosom, 
she guards it jealously ! And we ! we might as well have 
been hatched in an Egyptian oven I No wonder we are 
hard, isolated, like civil strangers. I have a heart ! Yes, I 
have, but it is there by mistake, while no one cares for it — 
all throw it from them. Oh ! if I was but a village child, a 
weeding woman, that very baby, so that I might only have 
the affection that comes like the air to^the weakest, the 
meanest ! That precious baby ! he smiled at me ; he looked 
as if he would know me. Oh ! he is far more loveable with 
those sweet, little, delicate features, and large considering 
eyes, than if he was a great, plump, common-looking child. 
Dearest little Johnnie ! And my own brother was like him 
— my brother, whom my aunt as good as killed I If he had 
lived, perhaps I might still have a brother to myself He 
would be twenty-eight. But I mind nothing now that dear 
child is here I Why, Pauline, I sent you to Master Martin- 
dale.' 

*Yes, ma'am; but Mrs. Martindale is there, and they 
are much obliged to you, but want nothing more.' 

Indeed Violet, who had been positively alarmed and de- 
pressed at ^rst, at the waste and desolate aspect of the 
nursery, which seemed so far away and neglected, as almost, 
she thought, to account for the death of the two little sisters 
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had now found Sarah beset on all sides by offers of service 
from maids constantly knocking at the door, and Theodora's 
own Pauline, saying she was sent by Miss Martindale. 
Violet could hardly believe her ears. 

* Yes,' said Sarah, * Miss Martindale has been here her- 
self ever so long. A fine, well-grown lassie she is, and very 
like the Captain.' 

* Has she been here ? ' said Violet. * It is very kind of 
her. Did she look' at the baby ? ' 

' She made more work with him than you do yourself. 
Nothing was not good enough for him. Why she Q^Ued him 
the most beautifullest baby she ever seen ! ' 

* And that we never told you, my Johnnie,' said Violet, 
smiling. < Are you sure she was not laughing at you, 
baby ? ' 

^ No, no, ma'am,' said Sarah, affronted ; ' it was earnest 
enough. She was high ready to eat him up, and talked to 
him, and he looked up quite 'cute, as if he knew what it all 
* meant, and was quite good with her. She was ready to turn 
the house upside down when they did not answer the bell. 
And how she did kiss him, to he sure ! I'd half a mind to 
tell her of old nurse telling you it warn't good for the child 
to be always kissing of him.' 

* No, no, she wont hurt him,' said Violet, in a half 
mournful voice. * Let her do as she likes with him, Sarah.' 

Violet could recover from the depression of that cold 
reception now that she found Johnnie did not share in the 
dislike. * She loves " Arthur's child,' thought she, * though 
she cannot like me. I am glad Johnnie has been in his 
aunt's arms ! ' 

Violet, as she sat at the dinner-table, understood Lord 
Martindale's satisfaction in hearing John talking with ani- 
mation ; but she wondered at the chill of manner between 
her husband and his sister^ and began to perceive that it was 
^ot as she had supposed, merely in an occasional impatient 
word, that Arthur resented Theodora's neglect of her. 

' How unhappy it must make her ! how much it must 
add to her dislike 1 they must be brought together again ! ' 
were gentle Violet's thoughts. And knowing her ground 
better, ishe could venture many more steps towards concilia- 
tion than last year ; but Theodora disappeared after dinner, 
and Violet brought down some plants from the Isle of Wight 
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whioli John had pronounced to be valuable, to his mother ; 
but Mrs. Nesbit, at the first glance, called them common 
flowers, and shoved them away contemptuously, while Lady 
Marfindale tried to repair the discourtesy by condescending 
thanks and admiration of the neat drying of the specimens ; 
but her stateliness caused Violet to feel herself sinking into 
the hesitating, tremulous girl she used to be, and she betook 
herself to her work, hoping to be left to silence ; but she 
was molested by a very sharp, unpleasant examination from 
Mrs. Nesbit on the style of John's housekeeping at Yent- 
nor, and the society they had met there. It was plain, she 
thought, he had put himself to a foolish expense, and some- 
thing was said of ^ absurd,' when cross-examination had 
elicited the fact of the pony-carriage. Then came a set of 
questions about Mr. Fotheringham's return, and strong con< 
demnation of him for coming home ta idle in England. 

It was a great relief when John came in, and instantly 
took up the defence of the ophrys, making out its species so 
indisputably, that Mrs. Nesbit had no re^ge but in saying, 
specimens were worthless that had not been gathered by the 
collector, and Lady Martindale had made all becoming ac« 
knowledgments. No wonder Mrs. Nesbit was mortified ; 
she was an excellent botanist, and only failing eyesight could 
have made even prejudice betray her into such a inistake. 
Yiolet understood the compassion that caused John to sit 
down by her, and diligently strive to interest her in conver- 
sation. 

Theodora had returned as tea waa brought in, and Vio- 
let felt as if she must make some demonstration out of 
gratitude for the fondness of her child; but she did not 
venture on that subject, and 'moving to her side, asked, 
with somewhat timid accents, after Charlie Layton, the 
dumb boy. 

^ He is very well, thank you. I hope to get him into an 
asylum next year,' said Theodora, but half pleased. ^ 

' I looked for him at the gate, and fancied it was him "P 
saw with a broad black ribbon on his hat. Is he in mourn- 
ing?' 

' Did you not hear of his mother's death ? ' 

* No, poor little fellow.* 

'Therewith Theodora had the whole history to tell, and 
thawed as she spoke ; while Violet's deepening colour, and 



OR, THB brother's WIFE. 198 

eyes ready to overflow, proved the interest she took ; find 
she had just begged to go to-morrow to see the little orphan, 
when Arthur laid his hand on her shoulder, and told her he 
had just come -from the stables, where her horse was in 
readiness for her, and would she like to ride to-morrow ? 

* What will suit you for us to do ? ' said Violet, turning 
to Theodora. 

* 0, it makes no difference to me.* 

* Tuesday.. It is not one of your schooldays, is it ? ' said 
Yiolet, appearing unconscious of the chill of the answer ; 
then, looking up to Arthur, ^ I am going at any rate to walk 
to the lodge with Theodora to see the poor baby there. It 
is just the age of Johnnie.' 

* You aren't going after poor children all day long,' said 
Arthur ; and somehow Violet made a space between them 
on the ottoman, and pulled him down into it ; and whereas 
he saw his wife and sister apparently sharing the same pur- 
suits, and on friendly terms, he resumed his usual tone with 
Theodora, and began coaxing her to ride with them, and 
inquiring after home interests, till she lighted up and an- 
swered in her natural manner. Then Violet ventured to 
ask if she was to thank her for the delicious geranium and 
heliotrope she had found in her room. 

' Oh no ! that is an attention of Harrison or Miss Piper, 
I suppose.' 

' Or ? probably and ? ' suggested Arthur. ' How does 
that go on ? ' 

^Take care,' said Theodora, peeping out beyond the 
shadow of his broad dhoulder. ^ 'Tis under the strictest 
seal of confidence ; she asked my advice as soOn as she had 
done it.' 

' What 1 has she accepted him ? ' said Violet. ' Has it 
come to that ? ' 

* Ay ; and now she wants to know whether people will 
think it odd and improper. Let them think, I say.' 

' A piece of luck for her,' said Arthur ; ' better marry a 
coal-heaver than lead her present life.' 

' Yes ; and Harrison is an educated man though a cox- 
comb, and knows she condescends.' 

' But why are they waiting ? ' asked Violet. 

* Because she dares not tell my aunt. She trembles and 
eonsults, and walks behind my aunt's chair in the garden, 
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exchanging glancos with Harrison over her head, while he 
listens to discourses on things with hard names. The flutter 
and mystery seem to be felicitj^, and if they like it, 'tis their 
own concern.' 

* Now I know why Miss Piper told me Miss Martindale 
was so considerate,' said Violet. 

What had become of the estrangement ? Arthur had 
forgotten it, Violet had been but half-conscious of it, even 
while uniting them ; Theodora thought all was owing to his 
being at home, and she knew not who had restored him. 

Indeed, the jealous feeling was constantly excited, for 
Arthur's devotion to his wife was greater than ever, in his 
delight at being with her again, and his solicitude to the 
weakness which Theodora could neither understand nor tol- 
erate. She took all unclassified ailments as fine lady non- 
sense ; and was angry with Violet for being unable to teach 
at school, contemptuous if Arthur observed oi> her looking 
pale, and irate if he made her rest on the sofa. 

John added to the jealousy. Little as Theodora appa- 
rently regarded him, she could not bear to be set aside while 
Violet held the place of the favourite sister, and while her 
father openly spoke of the benefit he had derived from 
having that young bright gentle creature so much with him* 

The alteration was indeed beyond what could have been 
hoped for. The first day, when his horse was led round 
with the others, it was supposed to be by mistake, till he 
came down with his whip in his hand ; and not till they were 
past the lodge did Theodora believe he was going to make 
one of the riding party. She had never seen him take part 
in their excursions, or appear to consider himself as belong- 
ing to the younger portion of the family, and when they fell 
in with any acquaintance Arthur was amused, and she was 
provoked at the surprised congratulations on seeing Mr. 
Martindale with them. 

Lord Martindale was delighted to find him taking inter- 
est in matters to which he had hitherto scarcely paid even 
languid attention ; and the offer to go to Barbuda was so 
suitable and gratifying that it was eagerly discussed in many 
a consultation. 

He liked to report progress to Violet, and as she sat in 
the drawing-room, the two brothers coming to her with all 
their concerns, Theodora could have pined and raged in the 
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lonely dignity of her citadel np stairs. She did not know 
the forbearance that .was exercised «towards her by one whom 
she had last year taught what it was to find others better in- 
structed than herself m the family councils. 

Violet never obtruded on her, her intimacy with John's 
designs, thinking it almost unfair on his sister that any other 
should be more in his confidence. 

So, too, Violet would not spoil her pleasure in her 
stolen caresses of little Johnnie by seeming to be informed 
of them. She was grateful for her love to him, and would 
not thrust in her unwelcome self. In public the boy was 
never seen and rarely mentioned, and Theodora appeared to 
acquiesce in the general indifference, but wheneyer she was 
secure of not being detected, she lavished every endearment 
on him, rejoiced in the belief that he knew and preferred 
her enough to offend his doting mamma, had she known it ; 
never guessing that Violet sometimes delayed her visits to 
the nursery, in order not to interfere with her enjoyment of 
him. 

Violet had not yet seen the Brandons, as tVby had been 
making visits before returning home; but she had many 
ardent letters from Emma, describing the progress of her 
acquaintance with Miss Marstone, the lady who had so excited 
her imagination, and to whom she had been introduced at a 
school festival. She seemed to have realized all Emma's 
expectations, and had now come home with her to make some 
stay at Kickworth. Violet was highly delighted when a 
few days after their return, her friends were mvited to din- 
ner, on the same evening that Mr. Fotheringham was ex- 
pected. The afternoon of that day was one of glowing August 
sunshine, almost too much for Violet, who, after they had 
ridden some distance, was rather frightened to hear Theo- 
dora propose to extend their ride by a canter over the 
downs ; but John relieved her by asking her to return with 
him, as he wanted to be at home in time to receive Mr. 
Fotheringham. 

Accordingly, they rode home quietly together, but about 
an hour after, on coming upstairs, he was surprised to find 
Violet in her evening dress, pacing the gallery with such a 
countenance, that he exclaimed, 'I hope there is nothing 
amiss with the boy.' 

* Oh, nothing, thank you, he is quite well,' but her voioo 
was on the verge of tears. * Is Mr. Fotheringham come? ' 
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* No, I have giyen him up now, till the mail train ; but 
it is not very late ; Arthur and Theo(}ora can't be back till 
past seven if they go to Whitford down,' said John, fancy- 
ing she was in alarm on their account. 

* I do not suppose they can.' 

* I am afraid we took you too far. Why are you not 
resting?' 

* It is cooler here,' said Violet. * It does me more good 
than staying in my room.' 

* Oh, you get the western sun there.' 

' li comes in hot and dazzling all the afternoon till it is 
baked through, and I can't find a cool corner. Even baby 
is fretful in such a hot place, and I have sent him out into 
the shade.' 

* Is it always so ? ' 

^ Oh, no, only on such days as this ; and I should not 
care about it to-day, but for one thing ' — ^she hesitated, and 
lowered her vdce, partly piteous, partly ashamed. ' Don't 
you know, since I bave been so weak and stupid, how. my 
face burns ifhen I am tired ? and of all things Arthur dis- 
likes a flushed face. There, now I have told you ; but I 
could not help it. It is vain and foolish and absurd to care, 
almost wicked, and I have told myself . so fifty times ; but I 
have got into a fret, and I cannot leave o£f. I tried coming 
here to be cool, but I feel it growing worse, and there's the 
dinner party, and Arthur will be vexed' — and she was 
aldiost crying. ' ^ I am doing what I thought I never would 
again, and about such nonsense.' 

* Come in here,' said John, leading her into a pleasant 
apartment fitted up as a library, the fresh air coming through 
the open window. * I was wishing to show you my room.' 

* How cool I Arthur told me it was the nicest room in 
the' house,' said Yiolet, her attention instaatly diverted. 

' Yes, am I not a luxurious man ? There, try my great 
arm-chair. I am glad to have a visit frpm you. You must 
come again.' 

* Oh ! thank you. What quantities of books I No won- 
der every book one wants comes out of your room,' 

* I shall leave you the use of them.' 

' Do you mean that I may take any of your books home 
with me ? ' 

' It will be very good for them.* 
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' H(lw delightful,' and she was np in a mometit reading 
their titles, but he made her return to the great chair. 

* Rest now, there will be plenty of time, now you know 
your way. You must make l^is your retreat from the sun. 
Ah. by the bye, I have just recollected that I brought some- 
thing fbr you from Madeira. I chose it because it reminded 
me of the flowers you wore at the Whitford ball.' 

It was a wreath of pink and white briar roseb m the 
feather flowers of Madeira, and she was delighted, declaring 
Arthur would think it beautiful, admiring every bud and 
leaf, and full of radiant girlish smiles. It would exactly 
suit her dress, Arthur's present, now worn for the first time. 

' You are not going yet ? ' 

* I thought I might be in your way.' 

' Not at all ; if I had anything to do, I would leave you 
to the books ; but I have several things to show you.' 

* I was wishing to look at those drawings. Who is that 
queen with the cross on her arm ? ' 

< St. Helena ; it is a copy from a fresco by one of the old 
masters.' 

* What a calm grave face ! what strange stiff drawing ! 
— and yet it suits it : it is so solemn, with that yiatronly 
dignity. That other, too — those apostles, with their bowed 
heads and clasped hands, how reverent they look I ' 

* They are from Cimabue,' said John : * are they not ma- 
jestically humble in adoration ? ' 

Between these two hung that awful dark engraving from 
Albert Durer. 

* These have been my companions,' said John. 

' Through all the long months that you have been shut 
up here ? ' 

' My happiest times.' 

' Ah 1 that does, indeed, make me ashamed of my dis- 
content and ingratitude,' sighed Violet. 

' Nay,' said John, ' a little fit of fatigue deserves no such 
harsh names. ^ 

' When it is my besetting sin — all here speaks of patience 
and unrepining.' 

* No, no,' said John — * if you cannot sit still; I have sat 
still too much. We have both a great deal to learn.' 

As he spoke he unlocked- a desk, took out a minia^'U^ \ 
looked at it Barnestly and then in silence put it into L r 
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hand. She was disappointed ; she knew she was not to ex 
pect beauty; but she had figured to herself a saintly, spirit- 
ual, pale countenance, and she saw that of a round-faced, 
rosy-cheeked, light-haired girl, looking only as if she was 
sitting for her picture. 

After much doubt what to say, she ventured only, * I 
suppose this was done a long time ago ? ' 
. * When she was quite a girl. Mrs. Percival gave it to 
'me : it was taken for her long before. I used not to like it.' 

' I did not think she would have had so much colour.' 

- It was a thorough English face : she did not lose those 
rosy cheeks till want of air faded them. Then I should 
hardly have known her ; but the countenance had become 
so much more — calm it had always been, reminding me of 
the description of Jeanie Deans' countenance — I cannot tell 
you what it was then ! I see a little dawning of that se- 
renity on the mouth, even as it is here ; but I wish anything 
could give you an idea of that look ! ' 

' Thank you for showing it to me,' said Violet, earnestly. 

After studying it a little while he restored it to its place. 
He then took out a small box, and, after a moment's hesita- 
tion, put into Violet's hands a pink coral cross, shaped by 
the animals themselves, and fastened by a ring to a slender 
gold chain. 

* The cross I ' said Violet, holding it reverently : * it is 
very kind of you to let me see it.* 

* Would you like to keep it, Violet ? * 

' Oh ! ' she exclaimed, and stopped short, with tearM. 
eyes. 

* You know she wished some one to have it who would 
find comfort in it as she did.' 

' No one will prize it more; but can you bear to part 
with it?' , 

* If you will take it, as her gift.' 

' But just now, when I have been so naughty — ^so un- 
like her ! ' 

' More like her than ever, in struggling with besetting 
failings : you are learning to see in little trials the daily 
cross ; and if you go on, the serenity which was a gift in her 
will be a grace in you.' 

They were interrupted : Brown, with beaming face, an- 
nounced ' Mr. Fotheringham ; ' and there stood a gentleman, 
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strong and broad-shouldered, his face burnt to a deep red, 
his dark brown hair faded at th^ tips to a light rusty hue, 
and his irregular features, wide, smiling mouth, and merry 
blue eyes, bright with good humour. 

* Ha, Percy ! here you are ! ' cried John, springing to- 
wards him with joyful alacrity, and giving a hand that was 
eagerly seized. 

* Well, John, how are you ? ' exclaimed a hearty voice. 

* Arthur's wife : ' and this unceremonious introduction 
caused her to be favoured with a warm shake of the hand; 
but, much discomfited at being in their way, she hastily 
gathered up her treasures, and glided away as John was say- 
ing, * I had almost given you up.' 

* I walked round by Fowler's lodge, to bestow my little 
Athenian owL I brought it all the way in my pocket, or on 
my hand, and I put him in Tom Fowler's charge while I am 
here. I could not think what fashionable young lady you 
had here. How has that turned out ? ' 

^ Excellently ! ' said John, warmly- 

* She is a beauty,' said Percival. 

* She can't help that, poor thing,' said John : * she is an 
admirable creature ; indeed, she sometimes reminds me of 
your sister.' Then, as Percy looked at him, as if to bie 
certain he was in his senses, < I don't expect others^ to see 
it ; it is only one expression.' 

* How are you ? You look in better case,' 

* I am wonderfully well, thank you. Has your romance 
come to a satisfactory denouement ? ' 

* The happy pair were at Malta when I started.' 
. ' And where have you been ? ' 

* Oh ! in all manner of queer places. I have been talking 
Latin with the folks in Dacia. Droll state of things there ; 
one could fancy it Britain, or Gaul half settled by the Teu- 
tons, with the Eoman sticking about them. But that's too 
much to tell ; I have heard nothing from 1 ome this age. 
How is Theodora? I am afraid she has outgrown her 
antics.' 

' She is not too much like other people.' 
' Are you all at home, and in statu quo ? * 
' Yes, except that my aunt is more aged and feeble.' 
' And Master Arthur has set up for a doniestic chacacter 
It must be after a fashion of his owil^ 
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' Rather so,' said Joho, smiling ; ' but it has done him a 
great deal of good. He has more heart in him than you and 
I used to think : and home is drawing it out, and making a 
man of him in spite of himself.' 

* How came she to marry him ? ' 

* Because she knew no better, poor thing ; her family 
promoted it, and took advantage of her innocence.' 

' Is she a sensible woman ? ' 

* Why, poor child, she has plenty of sense, but it is not 
doing her justice to call her a woman. She is too fine a 
creature to come early to her full growth — ^she is a woman 
in judgment and a child in spirits.' 

* So, Arthur has the best of the bargain.' 

' He -does not half understand her ; but they are very 
much attached, and some day she will feel her influence and 
use it' •• 

* Form herself first, and then him. I hope Mark Grard- 
ner will keep out of the way during the .process.' 

' He is safe in Paris.' 

* And how have you been spending the summer ? ' > 

* I have been at Ventnor, getting through the * Crusa- 
ders,' and keeping house with Violet and her child, who 
both wanted sea air.' 

' What's her name ? ' 

* Violet.' 

* Well, that beats all ! Violet I Why, Vi'let was what 
they called the old black cart-horsd I I hope the child is 
Cowslip or Daisy I ' 

* No, he is John, my 'godson,' 

^ John I You might .as well be called Man ! It is no name 
at all. That Arthur should have gone and married a wife 
called Violet!!' 

Meanwhile, Violet was wondering over the honour she 
had received, caressing the gift, and thinking of the hopes 
that had faded over it till ' patience had done her perfect 
work. She did not remember her other present till she 
• heard sounds betokening the return of the riders. Shef 
placed it on her head, and behold ! the cheeks had no more 
than their own roseat<. tinting, and she was beginning to hope. 
Arthur would be pleased, when she became aware of cer- 
tain dark eyes and a handsome face set in jet black hair, 
presenting itself over her shoulder in the long glass 1 
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* Tou -little piece of vanity I studying yourself in the 

flass, so' that you never heard me come iai Well, you 
ave done it to some purpose. Where did you getr that 
thing?' 

* John brought it from Madeira*' 

' I did not think he had so much taste. Where have 
you bottled it up all this time ? ' - 

' He forgot it till there was an opportunity for wearing 
it. Is it not pretty ? And this is your silk, do you see ? ' 

* Very pretty, that's the raZe thing. I am glad to find 
you in good trim. I was afraid Theodora had taken you too 
far, and the heat would knock you up, and the boy would 
roar till you were all manner of colours.' 

' I was hot and tired, but John invited me into his 
nice cool room, and only think ? he showed me Helen's pic- 
ture.' 

' He has one, has he % She was nothing to look at ; just 
like Percy — ^you know he is come ? ' 

* Yes, he c'ame while I was in John's room. He is not 
at all like what I expected.' 

' No, ladies always expect a man to look like a hero or a 
brigand. She had just that round face, till the last when L 
saw her in London, and then she looked a dozen years older 
than John — enough to scare one.' 

* See what he gave me.' 

* Ha ! was that hers ? I remember, it was that my 
aunt kicked up such a dust about. So he has given you 
that.' 

' Helen said she should like some one to have it who 
would find as much comfort in it as she did.' 

* Comfort ! What comfort do you want ? ' 
' Only when I am foolish.' 

' I should think so ; and pray what is^to be the comfort 
of a bit of coral like that ? ' 

* Not the coral, but the thoughts, dear Arthur,' said 
Yiolet, colouring, and restoring the cross to its place within , 
her dress. 

* Well 1 you and John understand your own fancies, but 
I am glad you can enter into them with him, poor fellow i 
It cheers him up to have some one to mope with.' 
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CHAPTEB IX. 

P. Senry.— But do yon nso me thus, Ned ; must I many your sister t 
PoifW.— May tho wench have n<5 worse fortune, but I never said sa 

K, Hmry IV, 

Arthur met the new-comer, exclaiming, * Ha ! Fothering* 
ham, you have not hrought me the amher mouth-piece I 
desired John to tell yon of.* 

* Not I. I don't bring Turks' fashions into Christian 
countries. You ought to learn better manners now yoU are # 
head of a family.' 

Theodora entered, holding her head somewhat high; but 
there was a decided heightening of the glow on her cheek as 
Mr. Fotheringham shook hands with her. Lord Martin- 
dale gave him an affectionate welcome, and Lady Martindale, 
though frigid at first, grew interested as she asked about his 
journey. ' 

The arriving guests met him with exclamations of glad- 
ness, as if he was an honour to the neighbourhood ; and 
John had seldom looked more cheerful and more gratified 
than in watching his reception. 

At length came the names for which Yiolet was watch- 
ing ; and the presence of Lady Elizabeth gave her a sense 
of motherly protection, as she was greeted with as much 
warmth as was possible for shy people in the midst of a 
large party. Emma eagerly presented her two friends to 
each other, and certainly they were a great contrast. Miss 
Marstone was sallow, with thin sharply-cut features, her 
eyes peered out from spectacles, her hair was disposed in 
the plainest manner, as well as her dress, which was any- 
thing but suited to a large dinner party. Violet's first 
impulse was to be afraid of her, but to admire Emma for 
being attracted by worth through so much formidable sin- 
gularity. ^ 

* And the dear little godson is grown to be a fine fellow,' 
began Emma. 

* Not exactly that,' said Violet, * but he is much im- 
proved, and so bright and clever.' 

* You will let us see him after dinner.' 

' I have been looking forward to it very much, but he 
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will be asleep, and you won't see his pretty ways and his 
earnest dark eyes.' 

' I long to see the sweet child,' said Miss Marstone. 
<I dote on such darlings.' I always see so much in their 
countenances. There is the germ of so much to be drawn 
out hereafter in those deep looks of thought.' 

' My baby often looks very intent.' 

' Intent on thoughts beyond our power to trace 1 ' said 
Miss Marstone. 

< Ah 1 I have often thought that wo cannot fathom what 
may be passing in atbabj's mind,' said Emma. 

' With its fixed eyes unravelling its whole future des- 
. tiny I ' said Miss 'Marstone. 

* Poor little creature ! ' murmured Violet, 

' I am. convinced that the whole course of life takes its 
colouring from some circumstance at the time unmarked.' 

' It would frighten me to think so,' said Violet. 

' For instance, I am convinced that a peculiar bias was 
given to my own disposition in consequence of not being 
understood by the nurse and aunt who petted my brother, 
while they neglected me. Perhaps I was not a prepossess- 
ing child, but I had deeper qualities which might have been 
drawn out, though on the whole I do not regret what threw 
me early on my own resources. It has made me what I 
am.' 

Violet was rather surprised, but took it for granted that 
this was something admirable. 

* Your dear little boy, no doubt, occupies much of your 
attention. Training and instruction are so important.' 

' He is not five months old,' said Violet. 

' Tou cannot begin too early to lead forward his mind. 
Well chosen engravings, properly selected toys, the habit of 
at once obeying, the choice of nursery songs, all are of much 
importance in forming these dear little lambs to the stern 
discipline of life.' 

' You must have had a great deal to do with little chil- 
, dren,' said Violet, impressed. 

' Why, not much personally ; but I believe Emma has 
sent you my little aUegory of The Folded Lambs^ where 
you will find my theories illustrated.' 

* Yes, Emma gave it to me — ^it is very pretty,' said 
Violet, looking down. < I am too stupid to understand 
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it all, and I have been hoping for Emma to explain it to 
me.' 

* ])([.any people find it obscure, but I shall be delighted 
to assist jou. I am sure you will find some of the ide%s 
useful to you. What were your difficulties ? */ * 

It made Violet so yery shy to be spoken to by an au- 
thoress in public about her own books, that she was confused 
out of all remembrance of tfie whole story of tl^e * Folded 
Lambs,' and could only feel thankful that the announcement 
of dinner came to rescue her from her difficulties. She was 
not to escape authors; for Mr. Fotheringham took her in to 
dinner ; Lady Martindale assigned Miss Brandon to John ; 
but Arthur, with a droll look, stepped between and made 
prize of her, leaving John to Miss Marstona 

Violet trusted she was not likely to be examined in the 
Track of the Crusaders, of which, however, she compre- 
hended far more than of the Folded Lambs, Presently 
her neighbour turned tocher, asking abruptly, ^'Who is that 
next to Theodora ? ' 

* Mr. Wingfield, the clergyman here.' 

* I know. Is he attentive to the paridi ? ' 

* yes, very much so.' .. -. . 
^ Does Theodora take to parish work ? ' 

* Indeed she does.' 

< What, thoroughly ? ' 

^ She goes to school twice a week besides Sundays, and 
has the farm children to teach every morning.' 
' That-s right.^ 
' And she is so kind to the children at the Lodge.' 

* Let me see, they were afraid the boy was deaf and 
dumb.' 

* Yes, he is, poor little fellow, and Theodora teaches him 
most successfully.' - 

' Well done I I knew the good would work out. How 
tall she is ! and she looks as f^U of spirit as ever. She has 
had a season in London, I suppose ? ' 

' Yes, she went out a great deal this spring.' 

' And it has not spoilt her ? ' 

* no 1 ' cried Violet warmly, feeling as if she had 
known him all her life, *• she is more eagej than ever in her 
parish work. She spares no 4;rouble. She got up at four 
one morning to sit with old Betty Blain, that her daughter 
might get a little rest.' 



OB, THE brother's WIFE. 205 

* That head and brow are a fine study. She has grown 
up more striking than even I thought she would. Curious 
to see the difference between natural pride and assumed/ 
and he elanced from Theodora to her mother. ' How well 
Lady ]\&rtindale preserves 1 She always looks exactly the 
same. Who is that chattering in John's ear ? ' 

' Miss Marstone, a friend of Miss Brandon's i ' 
' What makes her go about such a figure ? ', 

* She is very good.' 

' I trust, by your own practice, that is not your test of 
goodness ? ' 

' I should not think it was,' said Yiolet, blushing and 
hesitating. 

* Whafcrypt did they dig her out of ? Is she one of 
the Marstones of 'Gothlands ? ' 

'I believe she is. She has two sisters, gay people, 
whose home is with an uncle. She lives with a lawyer 
brother.' 

' Sam Marstone ! I know him 1 I pity him. So Em- 
ma Brandon is come out ? Which is she ? ' 

' She is next to Arthur, on this side the table where you 
cannot see her.' 

* What sort of girl is she ? ' 

' Oh ! ' said Violet, and paused, ^ she is the greatest 
friend I have in the world ! ' 

He looked surprised, laughed, and said, ^ So I must ask 
no more questions.' 

Violet felt as if she had spoken presumptuously, and 
said, ^ Lady Elizabeth has been so very kind to me. Emma 
IS my baby's godmother.' 

' And John its godfather.' 

*Yes. Did he tell you so?' 

' Ay 1 he spoke as if it was very near his heart.' 

* He has been — 0, so vei^ — I believe he is very fond of 
baby,' hastily concluded Violet, as her first sentence stuck 
in her throat. 

^ lam heartily glad he has something to take interest 
in. He looks better and less fraiL is he so, do you 
think?' . ' 

' yes, much better. He hardly ever coughs — ' 
<Does he get those bad fits of cough and breathless- 
ness 1 ' 
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^ Very seldom ; he has not had one since the day we 
heard you were coming home, and that, Brown thought, 
was from the excitement.' 

* Ay ! ay ! ho seems stronger every way.' 

* Yes, he can bear much more exertion.' 

^ Then I hope he will be stirred up to do something. 
That^s what he wants.' 

* I am sure he is always very busy,' said Violet, dis- 
pleased. 

* Ay ? Cutting open a book was rather arduous. If he 
was not at his best he left it to Brown.' 

. ' No I no ! I meant going ove^ parchments ; writing for 
Lord Martindale ; ' she did not know if she might mention 
the West Indian scheme. 

' Ho ! there's something in that. Well, if he comes to 
life after all, there's no one so capable. Not that I am 
blaming him. Illness and disappointment broke him down, 
and — such a fellow seldom breathed. If I had not had him 
at Cambridge it might have been a diflferent story with me. 
So you need not look like his indignant champion.' 

^ I don't know what Arthur and I should have done 
without liim,' said Violet. 

* Where's the aunt ? I don't see "her.' 

' She never comes down to dinner, she is only seen in 
the evening.' 

There was a sound in reply so expressive of relief that 
Violet caught herself nearly laughing, but he said gravely, 
' Poor woman, then she is growing aged.' 

* We thought her much altered this year.' 

^ Well ! ' and there was a whole sentence of pardon con- 
veyed in the word. Then, after an interval, ' Look at John 
and his neighbour.' 

^ I have been trying to catch what they are saying.' 

' They 1 It is all on one side.' 

' Perhaps,' said Violet, smiling, ' it was something about 
chants.' 

^ Tes. Is it not rare to see his polite face while she 
bores him with that kind of cant which is the most intolera- 
ble of all, and he quietly turning it aside ? ' 

' Is it cant when people are in earnest? ' asked Violet. 

* Women always think they are.' 

* How are they to know it ? ' 
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* If they hold their tongues' — a silence — * Tfell ! ' 
' Well,' said Violet. 

' Where's the outcry ? ' 

* Did you mean me to make one ? ' 

' What could you do but vindicate your sex ? ' 

* Then you would not have thought me in earnest.' He 
made a funny pleased face and a little bow. 

* The truth was,' paid Violet, * I was thinking whether I 
understood you.' 

' May I ask your conclusion ? ' 

* I don't exactly know. I don't think you meant we 
should never talk of what interests us.'* 

* When they know when to hold their tongues, perhaps I 
should have said.' 

* 0, yes, that I quite think.' 

Another silence, while Violet pondered, and her neigh- 
bour continued his malicious listening to Miss Marstone, 
who spoke in a key too audible for such a party. Present- 
ly, * He has got her to the Royal Academy. She has gone 
forthwith to the Prae-Raffaelites. Oh ! she is walking Prae- 
Eaffaelitism herself. Symbols and emblems ! Unfortunate 
John! Symbolic suggestive teaching, speaking to the eye! 
She is at it ding dong 1 Oh ! he has begun on the old monk 
we foufid refreshing the pictures at Mount Athos. Ay, talk 
yourself," 'tis the only way to stop her mouth ; only mind 
what you say, she will bestow it freshly hashed up on the 
next victim on the authority of Mr. Martindale.' 

Violet was excessively entertained ; and, when she raised 
her eyes, after conquering the laugh, was amazed to find how 
far advanced was the state dinner, usually so interminable. 
Her inquiries after the Athenian owl led to a diverting his- 
*tory of its capture at the Parthenon, and the adventures in 
bringing it home. She was sorry when she found Ijady Mar- 
tindale rising, while Mr. Fotheringham, as he drew back his 
chair, said, ' How shall you get oh with Pras-Rafiaelitism ? 
I should like to set her and Aunt Nesbit together by the 
ears ! ' 

Certainly it was not convenient to be asked by Emma 
what made her look so much amused. 

She felt as if it would be much pleasanter to show off her 
babe without the stranger, and was glad to find that Miss 
Marstone had fallen into a discussion with Theodora, and 
both looked much too eager" to bo interrupted. 
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So Violet fairly skipped upstairs before her friends 
turning round to speak to them with such smiling glee, that 
Lady JBlizabeth dismissed all fears of her present well dping. 
Emma fell into raptures over her godson's little cot, and 
quoted the JFblded LambSy Sbud Pearls of the Deq>^ another 
as yet unpublished tale of her friend's, to teach his mother 
how to educate him, and stood by impatiently contemning the 
nursery hints which Violet was only too anxious to gather 
up from Lady Elizabeth. 

* And are you not charmed with her ? ' said Emma, as 
they went down stairs. 

^I have seen so little of her,' said Violet, embarrassed. 

* Why does she dress in that way % ' 

' That is just what I say,' observed Lady Elizabeth. * I 
was sorry to see her in that dress this evening.'- 

' Mamma does not like it,' said Emnm ; ' but Theresa 
feels it such a privilege not to be forced to conform to the 
trammels of fashion and nonsense.' 

' She does everything on high principle,' said Lady Eliza- 
beth, as if she was trying to bring her mind as usual into 
unison with her daughter's. * She is a very superior person, 
and one does not like to find fault with what is done on 
right motives ; but I should be sorry to see Emma follow 
the same line. I have always been taught that women 
should avoid being conspicuous.' 

' That I could never bear to be, mamma,' said Emma ; 

* but Theresa is of a firmer, less shrinking mould.' 

Lady Elizabeth repeated that 'she was a very superior 
person, but was evidently not happy in her guest. 

Miss Marstone was holding earnest tete-d-tetes all the 
evening, but Violet having sheltered herself under Lady 
Elizabeth's wing, escaped the expected lecture on the al- * 
legories. 

When the Rickworth party had taken leave, Mr. Wing- 
field, the last guest, was heard to observe that Miss Mars- , 
tone was ah admurable person, a treasure to any parish. 

* Do you wish for sueh a treasure in your own>? ' said 
Mr, Fotheringham, bluntly. 

The curate shook his head, and murmuring something 
about Brogden being already as fortunate as possible, de- 
parted in his turn ; while Arthur ejaculated, ' There's a 
Btep, Wingfield. Why, Theodora, he was setting up a rival. 
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' Who is she ? ' said Theodora! * Where did Emma pick 
her up ? ' 

* Eipma was struck with her appearance — ' 

The gentlemen all exclaimed so vehemently, that 'Violet 
had to repeat it again, whereupon Mr. Fotheringham mut- 
tered, * Every one to his taste ; ' and Arthur said there ought 
to be a law against wonien making themselves greater frights 
than nature designed. 

' So, it is a fit of blind enthusiasm,' said John. 

* Pray do you partake it ? * asked Percy. * How do you 
feel after it?' 

* Why, certainly, I never met with a person of more con- 
versation,' said John. 

* Delicately put ! ' said Arthur, laughing heartily. * Why, 
she had even beguif lecturing my father on the niggers V 

*I would not be Lady Elizabeth!' said Mr. Fothering- 
ham. 

' Those romantic exaggerations of friendship are not sat- 
isfactory,' said John. * Emma is too timid to be eccentric 
herself at present ; but a governing spirit might soon lead 
heron.' 

* That it might,' said Theodora, * as easily as I used to 
drag her, in spite of her terrors, through all the cows in the 
park. I could be worse to her than any cow; and this 
Ursula — or what is her outlandish name, Violet ? ' 

* Theresa; Sarah Theresa.' 

* Well, really,' said John, * it is not for the present com- 
pany to criticize outlandish names.' 

' No,' said Arthur. ' It was a happy instinct that made 
us give my boy a good, rational working- day name, fit to go 
to school in, and no choice either to give him the opportuni- 
ty of gainsaying it, like Emma's friend, and some others — 
Sir Percival, that is to be 1 A hero of the Minerva press ! ' 

' No, indeed — if I was to be Sir Anything, which proba-' 
bly I never shall be, I would hold, like my forefathers, to 
my good old Antony, which it was not my doing to disre- 
gard.' 

*• Which earned him the title of Lumpkin, by which only 
he was known to his schoolfellows ! ' said Arthur. ^ If you 
ask after Fotheringham, they invariably say, * Oh, you mean 
old Lumpkin ! ' . So much for romantic names ! ' 

* Or imperial ones,' said Percy. * Did not you tell me 
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Theodora came straight from the Palaeologos wlio died in the 
West Indies ? I always considered that to account for cer- 
tain idiosyncrasies.* 

Theodora was called away to assist Mrs. Nesbit upstairs ; 
and as Violet followed, she heard the aunt observing that 
Percival Fotheringham was more bearish than ever; and 
that it was intolerable to see him encouraged in his free 
and easy manner when he had thrown away all his pros- 
pects. 

' For poor John's sake,' began Lady Martindale. 

* For his own,' interrupted Theodora. ^ He has every 
right to be at. home here, and it is an honour to the place 
that he should be so.' 

' Oh, yes, I know ; and he will be expecting your father 
to exert himself again in his behalf.' 

* No, he will be beholden to no one,' said Theodora. 

' I do wish his manners were less rough and eccentric,' 
said Lady Martindale. 

* Presuming,' said Mrs. Nesbit ; ' in extremely bad 
taste. I never was more sensible of our good fortune in 
having missed that connexion. There was nothing but their 
being of a good old family that made it by any means en- 
durable.' 

At this hit at her brother's wife, Theodora was going to 
speak, but she forbore, and only wished her aunt good night 
It would not be repressed, however ; she stood in the galle- 
ry, after parting with the elder ladies, and said, loud enough 
for them to hear, 

' I hate good old family, and all such humbug-! She was 
a noble, self-dovoted creature ; as much above the compre- 
hension of the rest of the world as her brother I ' 

' Did you know her well ? ' said Violet. 

Theodora's tone instantly changed. She was not going 
to gtatify childish curiosity. } I never had the opportunity,' 
she said, coldly. * Good night.' 

Violet was disappointed ; for the tonq of enthusiasm had 
given her a moment'shope that they had at last found a sub- 
ject on which they could grow warm together, but it was 
evident that Theodora would never so have spoken had she 
been conscious of her presence. 

The next m^ rning as Arthur and his wife were goipg 
down to breakfast, he said, * We shall see some rare fun now 
Theodora and Fotheringham have got together.' 
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Theodora, with her bonnet on, was, according to her 
usual Sunday fashion, breakfasting before the rest of the 
party, so as to be in time for school. John and iiis friend 
made their appearance together ; anTi the greetings had 
scarcely passed, before John, looking out of the window, ex- 
claimed, * Ah ! there's the boy ! Pray come and see my 
godson. Come, Violet, we want you to exhibit him.' 

Arthur looked up with a smile intended to be disdainful, 
but which was gratified, and moved across with the newspa- 
per in his hand to lean against the window-shutter. 

* There's John without his hat — ^he is growing quite ad- 
venturous. Very pretty Violet always is with the boy in 
her arms — She is the show one of the two. Hollo, if Percy 
has not taken the monkey himself; that's a pass beyond me. 
How she colours and smiles — ^just look, Theodora, is it not 
a picture ? ' 

If he had called her to look at Johnnie, she must have 
come ; but she was annoyed at his perpetual admiration, and 
would not abet his making himself ridiculous. 

' I must not wait,' she said ; ' I am late.' 

Arthur shrugged his shoulders, and turned to his paper. 

She put on her gloves, and took up the books ; Percy 
meeting her, as she came down the steps, said, 

* I have been introduced to your nephew.' 

* I hope you are gratified.' / 

^ He has almost too much countenance,' said Percy. 
'There is something melancholy in such wistful looks 
from a creature that cannot speak, just as one feels with a 
dog.' 

* I am afraid he is very weakly,' said Theodora. - 

' I am sorry to hear it ; it seems like a new life to John ; 
and that pretty young mother looks so anxious. Do you see 
much of her % ' 

* Not much ; I have not time to join in the general Vio- 
let worship.' 

* They are not spoiling her, I hope. It does one good to 
see such a choice specimen of womankind.' 

* There, don't come any further, I must make haste.' 

' Like all the rest,' she thought ,' 'not a man but is more 
attracted by feminine airs and graces than by sterling qual- 
ities.' 

On coming out of church, in the afternoon, John looking 
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at the beautiful green shady bank of the river, proposed a 
walk along it ; all the party gladly acceded^ except Theodo- 
ra, who, not without a certain pleasure in separating herself 
from them, declared that there was a child, who must be 
made to say her hymn, before going home/* 

* Can't you ex?use her for once ? ' said Lord Martin- 
dale. 

.* No, papa.' 

' Not if I bog her off publicly ? ' 

* No. thank you. There is a temper that must be over- 
come.' 

* Then flog her well, and have done with it,' said Ar- 
thur. 

Deigning no reply, she pounced upon her victim as the 
procession or scholars came out of church, * Come, I am 
waiting to hear you say it. * How doth the little — ' ' 

The child stood like a post. 

* That is a Benson, I am sure,' said Mr. Fotheringham. 
Theodora told him he was right, and went on exhorting 

the child ; * Come, I know you can say* it. Try to be good.' 
* ' How doth^' ' 

* You know I always keep my word, and I have said I 
will hear you before either of us goes home.' 

' * How doth—' ' 

* If you please, papa, would you 'go on ? I sHall never 
make her do it with you all looking on.' 

She sat down on the tombstone, and placed the child be- 
fore her. After an hour's walk, there was a general excla- 
mation of amusement and compassion, on seeing Theodora 
and the child still in the same positions. 

* She will never say it at all now, poor child,' said Vio- 
let ; * she can't — she must be stupefied.' 

' Then we had better send down the tent to cover Theo- 
dora for the night,' said Arthur. 

* As if Theodora looking at her in that manner was not 
enough to drive off all recolJection ! ' said John. 

* It is too much ! ' said Lord Martindale. * Arthur, go 
and tell her it is high time to go home, and she must let the 
poor child off.' 

Arthur shrugged his shoulders, saying, ' You go, John.' 
^ Don't you think it might do harm to interfere ? ' said 
John to his father. , ^ 
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* Interfere by no meand,' said Arthur. * It is capital 
sport Theodora against dirty child ! Wtich will you back, 
Percy ? Hollo ! where is he ? He is in the thick of it. 
Come on, Violet, let us be in for the fun.' 

* Patience in seven flounces on a monument ! ' observed 
Mr. Fotheringham, in an under tone to Theodora, who 
started, and would have been angry, but for his most merry 
smile. He then turned to the child, whose face was in'deed 
stupefied with suUenness, as if in the resistance she had for- 
gotten the original cause. * What ! you have not said it all 
this time ? What's your name ? I know you are a Benson, 
but how do they call you ? ' said he, speaking with a touch of 
the dialect of the village, just enough to show he was a na- 
tive. 

* Ellen,' said the girl. . 

* Ellen I that was your aunt's name. You are so like her. 
I don't think you can be such a very stupid child after all. 
Are you ? Suppose you try again. What is it Miss Mar- 
tindale wants you to say ? ' 

The child made no answer, and Theodora' said, ' The 
Little Busy Bee.' 

' Oh I that's it. Not able to say the Busy Bee ? That's 
a sad story. D'ye think now I could say it, Ellen ? ' 

^ No 1 ' with an astonished look, and a stolid countrified 
tone. 

* So you don't think I'm clever enough ! Well, suppose 
I try, and you set me right if I make mistakes. 

* How doth the great idle wasp,* 

* Busy bee ! ' cried the child, scandalized. 

By wonderful blunders, and ingenious halts, he drew her 
into prompting him throughout, then exclaimed, * There I 
you know it much better. I thought you were a clever lit- 
tle girl I Come, won't you say it once, and let me hear how 
well it sounds ? ' 

She was actually flattered into repeating it perfectly. 

' Very well. That's right Now don't you think you 
had better tell Miss Martindale you are sorry to have kept 
her here all this time.' 

She hung her head, and Theodora tried to give him a 
hint that the apology was by no means desired ; but without 
regarding this, he continued, ' Do ^ou know I am come from 
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Turkey, and there are plenty of ladies there, who go out to 
walk with a sack over their heads, but I never saw one of 
them sit on a tombstone to hear a little girl say the Busy 
Bee. Should you like to live there ? ' 
'No.' 

* Do you suppose Miss Martindale liked to sit among the 
nettles on old Farmer Middleton's tombstone ? ' 

' No.' 

* Why did she do it then ? Was it to plague you ? ' 
"Cause I wouldn't say my hymn.' 

* I wonder if it is not you that have been plaguing Miss 
Martindale all this time. Eh ? Come, aren't you sorry you 
kept her sitting all this time among the nettles when she 
might have been walking to Colman's weir, and gathering 
such fine codlings and cream as Mrs. Martindale has there, 
and all because you would not say a hymn that you knew 
quite well. Wasn't that a pity ? * 

' Yes ; ' and the eyes looked up ingenuously. 

* Come, and tiell her you are sorry. Wont you ? There, 
that's right,' and he dictated as she repeated after him, as if 
under a spell. * I'm sorry, ma'am, that I was so sulky and 
naughty ; I'll say it next Sunday, and make no fuss.' 

* There, that will do. I knew you would be good at last,' 
said Percy, patting her shoulder, while Theodora signified her 
pardon, and they turned homewards, but had made only a few 
steps before the gallop of clumsy shoes followed, and there, 
stood Ellen, awkwardly presenting a bunch of the willow 
herb. Theodora gave well-pleased thanks, and told her i^e 
should take them as a sign she was really sorry and meant to 
do bettei^ 

* And as a trophy of the force of Percy's pathetic picture 
of Miss Martindale's seven flounces among the nettles on 
Farmer Middleton's tombstone,' said Arthur. 

* You certainly are very much obliged to him,' said her 
father. 

* And most ungratefully she wont confess it,' said Arthur. 
' I despise coaxing,' said. Theodora. 

* The question is, what you would have done without it ? * 
said John. 

' As if I could not subdue a little sprite like that ! ' 

* You certainly might if it was a question of physical 
force,' said Percy, as he seemed to be measuring with his 
eye the strength of Theodora's tall vigorous person. 
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* I spoke of moral force.' 

* There the sprite had decidedly the advantage. You 
could * gar her greet,' but you could net * gar her know.' 
She had only to hold out ; and when Miss Martindale found 
it time to go home to dinner, and began to grow ashamed of 
her position, the victory was hers.' 

' He has you there, Theodora,' said Arthur. 

* I don't know what he is driving at,' said Theodora. 

^ I am trying to find out whether Miss Martindale has 
the power of confessing that she was in a scrape.' 

' That you may triumph ? ' said Theodora. 

' No, not for the sake of triumph, but of old times,' he 
answered, in a lower, more serious tone. 

Theodora's face softened, and drawing nearer, she asked, 
* How are old times to be satisfied by such an admission ? ' 

' Because then candour used to boast of conquering pride,' 
said Percy, now speaking so as to be heard by her alone. 

' Well. It was becoming a predicament," and you rescued 
me very ingeniously. There, will that content you ? ' said 
Theodora, with one of the smiles the more winning because 
flo rare. * I am perfectly ready to own myself in the wrong 
when I see it.' 

* When you see it,' said Percy, drily. 

* I was wrong just now not to confess my obligation, 
because Arthur teazed and^riuipphed ; but J don't see why 
you all treat me as if I was wrong to set myself to subdue 
the child's obstinacy.' 

* Not wrong, but mistaken,' said Percy. * You forgot 
your want of power to enforce obedience. You wanted 
victory, and treated her with the same determination she was 
treating you with. It was a battle which had the hardest 
will and could hold out longest.' 

* And if I had conquered she would have gone away an- 
gry with me, only having yielded because she could not help 
it. You softened her and made her sorry. I see. She 
really is a good child on the whole, and I dare say I shall 
do something with her bow.' • 

* Is old Benson alive ?' 

And a long conversation on village matters ensued. 

Theodora was happier that evening than she had been 
for more than a year. That home thrust at her pride, 
astonishing as it was thdt any one should venture it) and the 
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submission that followed, had been a positive relief. She 
thought the pleasure was owing to the appeal to old times, 
recalling the happy days of wild frolics, sometimes shared, 
sometimes censured by her gfown-up playfellow ; the few 
hours with his sister that had influenced her whole life ; and 
the lectures, earnest, though apparently sportive, by which 
he had strengthened and carried on the impression; that 
brief time, also, of their last spending together, when his 
sorrow for his sister was fresh, and when John was almost in 
a hopeless state, and when she had been the one of the 
family to whom he came to pour out his grief, and talk over 
what his sister had been. 

It was a renewal of happiness to her heart, wearied with 
jealousy, to find one to whom old times were precious, and 
who took her up where he had last seen her. Hi^ blunt 
ways, and downright attacks, were a refreshment to a spirit, 
chafing against the external smoothness and refinement of 
her way of life, and the pleasure of yielding to his argu- 
ments was something new and unexampled. She liked to 
gain the bright approving look, and with her universal cra- 
ving for attention, she <$ould not bear not to be engrossing 
him, whether for blame or praise, it did not matter : butsho 
had the same wish for his notice that she had for Arthur^s. 

Not that she by any means always obtained it. He was 
in request with every one except Mrs. Nesbit. Even Lady 
Martindale took interest in his conversation, and liked to 
refer questions about prints and antiques to his decision ; and 
calls on his time and attention were made from every quarter. 
Besides, he had his own manuscript to revise, and what most 
mortified Theodora was to he9.r V iolet^s assistance eagerly 
claimed, as she knew her way better than John did through 
the sheets, and could point out the doubtful passages. 
Never was work more amusing than this, interspersed with 
debates between the two friends, with their droll counter 
versions of each other^s anecdotes, and Mr. Fotheringham's 
quizzings of John, at whom ho laughed continually, though 
all the time it was plain that there was no one in the world 
whom he so much reverenced. 

The solitary possession of her own mornings was now no 
boon to Theodora. She was necessary to no one, and all 
her occupations could not dfive away the ever-gnawing 
thought that Violet attracted all the regard and attention 
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that belonged to her. If the sensation went away when she 
was down stairs, where Percy's presence obliged' her to be 
amiable against her will, it came back with doable force in 
her lonely moments. 

One day, when they had dispersed after luncheon, her 
father came in, inquiring for Violet. He was going to 
Riokworth, and thought ^e would like to go with him. He 
wished to know,* as otherwise he should ride instead of driv- 
ing ; and, as she was upstairs, desired Theodora to go and 
find out what would suit her. 

' Papa, too !' thought Theodora, as with some reluctance 
she, for the first time, knocked at her sister's door, and found 
her with the baby. 

< How very kind ! ' said she. ' I should be delighted, 
but I don't know whether Arthur does not want me. Is he 
there?' 

* I think he is in the library.' 

' If I could but go down ! But I must not take baby, 
and Sarah is at dinner. Should you mjind holding him 
for one minute ? ' 

Theodora held out her arms, but Johnnie, though usually 
delighted, to come to her from Sarah, turned his head away, 
unwilling to leave his mother. He did not quite cry, but 
was so near to it that she had to do her utmost to amuse 
him. She caught up something bright to hold before him, 
and was surprised to see it was a coral cross, which Yiolet, 
in changing her dress, had laid for a moment on the dressing- 
table. The coincidence was strange, thought Theodora. 

Yiolet was coming back, and she would have laid it 
down, but Johnnie had^grasped it in his little fingers. As 
his mother appe^ed his merriest smile shone out, and his 
whole litUe person was one spring of eagerness to return to 
her. 

* Little man I Is he glad to come hwk to his mamma?' 
Violet could not help saying, as he nestled joyously on her 
neck ; but the cold face of Theodora made her sorry that 
the words had escaped her, and she began to express her 
thanks. 

Theodora was stooping to pick up the cross, aad a con- 
cerned exclamation passed Violet's lips on observing its fall, 

' It is safe,' said Theodora. < I beg. your pard(m ; I 
took it up to amuse him.' 
vol; I. — 10 
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* Thank you,' said Violet. * I am sorry I seemed Texed. 
There's no harm done ; but I was frightened, because it was 
Helen's.' 

' Helen's I ' exclaimed Theodora, extremely amazed. 
* Did John give it to you ?' 

* Yes, a little while ago,' said Violet, colouring. * He * 

But Theodora was gone, with bitterer feelings than ever. 

This girl was .absorbing every one's tevel John had 
never given her anything that had belonged to Helen ; he 
had* never even adverted to his engagement, when she almost 
adored her memory ! She had never supposed him capable 
of speaking of his loss ; and perhaps it was the hardest blow 
of all to find Violet, whose inquiries she had treated as mere 
curiosity, preferred to such confidence as this. She did not 
remember how she had once rejected his sympathy. She 
foTg6t whose fault it was that she had not been in the Isle 
of Wight ; she laid it all on the proneness of men to be in- 
terested by sweetness of manner, and thought of herself as a 
strong-minded superior woman, who could never be loved, 
and could only suffer through her woman's heart. 

Yet she could not entirely harden herself as she intended, 
while combats with Percy cast brightening gleams across 
her existence. She thought she should again settle into the 
winter's life of hard work and indifference which was on the 
whole most comfortable to her. 

When the* party should be broken up, Percy was to be 
the first to depart ; he was going to publish l^he Crusader Sy 
take a lodging in London, and there busy himself with 
literature while awaiting the fulfilment of a promise of fur- 
ther diplomatic employment. Arthur and Violet 'were also 
to return home after paying a visit at Eig^kworth, and John 
would soon after sail for Barbuda. In the mean time he 
was much engaged in going over accounts, and in consulting 
with his father and tl^e man of business. 

One morning, towards the end of September, he came 
down to Violet in the drawing-room, looking much flushed 
and extremely annoyed. 

* Well,' he said, 'I have often declared I would nevei: 
let my aunt have a discussion with me again. I have been 
obliged to submit to this. I hope it will be the last.' 

* About the West Indian property ? ' said Violet. 

* Yea. She does give me power to act for her ; but it is 
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dearly bought 1 I wish I had never asked her! Every 
subject that she knew to be most unpleasant to me has 
she stirred up ! How a woman of her age can go on with 
her eyes fixed on these matters I cannot guess. I am sure 
it is a warning what one sets one's heart upon ! ' 

* You are quite worried and tired. Oh I it has made 
you cough 1 You had better lie down and rest.' 

* I want you to put me into good humour,' said he, half 
recliniDg on the sofa. ' I feel as if I had been under a nut- 
meg grater ! What do you think of her taking me to task 
for having Fotheringham here, for fear he should marry 
Theodora I I wish there was any such chance for her ; but 
Percy has far too much sense ! ' . 

* Why, how could Mrs. Nesbit think of it? They are 
always disputing 1 ' 

' I should not take that as a reason for thinking it im- 
possible. But Percy knows her far too well. No, it is 
only one of my aunt's fancies. ^ She has set her hopes on 
Theodora now ; but it is of no use to talk of it. I don't 
want-to dwell on it. It is too pitiable to be angry about. 
What are you reading ? ' 

Violet was -es glad to talk to him of her book as he was 
to lose the thought of his vexatious conversation, which had 
been even more annoying than he had chosen to tell her. 

Mrs. Nesbit had taken occasion to speak of the reversion 
of an estate which she said she wished to ^o to augment the 
property of the title ; and now she should have no hesitation 
in bequeathiog it to him, provided she could see him, on his 
side, making such a connexion as would be for the conse- 
quence of the family. 

John tried silence, but she drove him so hard that he 
was obliged to reply that, isince she had begun on the sub* 
ject, he had only to say that he should never marry ; and, 
with thanks for her views, the disposal of her property 
would make no difference to him. 

She interrupted him by reproaches on a man of his age 
talking romantic nonsense, and telling him that, for the sake 
of the family, it was his duty to marry. 

* With such health as mine,' replied John, quietly, ' I 
have long made up my mind that, even if I could enter on 
a fresh attachment, it would not be right. I am not likely 
to live many years, and I wish to form no new ties. You 
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will oblige me, xna'am, by not bringing forward this snbjeoi 
again.' 

' Ay, I know what you are intending. You think it will 
come to Arthur and his wife ; but I tell you what, Mr. Mar- 
tindale, no attorney's daughter shall ever touch a sixpence 
of mine.' 

' That is as you please, ma'am. It was not to speak of 
these^ matters that I came here ; and if you have told me all 
you wish with regard to the property, I will leave the papers 
for your signature.' 

She was above all provoked by his complete indifference 
to the wealth, her chief consideration throughout her life, 
and could not. cease from reproaching him with absurd dis- 
regard to his own interest, at which he very nearly smiled. 
Then she revived old accusations, made in the earlier days 
of her persecution about his engagement, that he was care- 
less of the consequence and reputation of the family, and had 
all his life been trying to lower it in the eyes of the world ; 
otherwise, why hitd he set himself to patronize that wife of 
Arthur's, op why bring Percy Fotheringham here, just to 
put his sister in the way of marrying beneath her ? And 
when he had answered that though he saw no probability 
of such an event, opinions might differ as to what was be- 
neath Theodora, she took the last means that occurred to 
her for tormenting him, by predicting that Arthur's sickly 
little child would never live to grow up — he need not fix 
any hopes on him. 

He escaped at last, leaving her much irritated, as Theo 
dora presently found her. She began to complain bitterly 
of the ingratitude of her great-nephews, after all her labours 
for the family ! John treating her whole fortune as if it 
was not worth even thanks, when she had been ready to set* 
tie the whole on him at once, as she would have done, since 
(and she looked sharply at Theodora) he was now free from 
that Fotheringham engagement; for none of that family 
should ever have a share in her property. 

Theodora looked, if possible, more indifferent than John, 
as she answered, 

* John could not want it. I always thought you meant 
it for Arthur.' 

< Arthur ! as if you did not know he had forfeited all 
claim upon me I ' 
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* His marriage is a reason for his needing it more,' said 
Theodora. 

* It is of no use to speak of him. No, Theodora, yon 
alone have acted as I conld wish ; and if you continue to 
deserve toy regard ' 

f Don't say that, aunt Nesbit,' said Theodora. ' I shall 
act, as I hope, may deserve regard ; but I don't want any- 
body's fortune, and if you left me yours, it would be very 
unfair, and I certainly should give at least half of it to 
Arthur. I give you fair warning ; but I did not come to 
talk of such hateful things, but to read to you.' 

That afternoon Mrs. Nesbit wrote a letter to her lawyer, 
and surprised Miss Piper by asking if that puny child up- 
stairs had any name but John. 



CHAPTEB X, 



XJnschooIod affections, Btrong and wild, 
Havo been my playmates from a child. 
And Btrengthening in the breast nnseen, 
Poisoned the fount within. 

ThoughU in Pari Year 9, 



The morning of the next day had been fine, and was spent in 
shooting by Arthur and Mr. Fotheringham, but the latter 
came home in time to ride with John, to make a call on 
some old friends, far beyond what had long been John's 
distance. 

The afternoon closed in a violent storm of wind and rain, 
which drove Arthur indoors, and compelled Violet to resort 
for exercise to the gallery, where she paced up and down 
with Johnnie in her arms, watching foir the return of the 
others, as each turn brought her to the end window. 

As Lord Martindale came upstairs, he paused at the 
sight of the slender young figure — ^her head .bent over her 
little one. Perhaps he was linking what might have been, 
if his own children had ever been as much to their mother, 
for when Violet turned towards him, he sighed, as he roused 
bimself, and asked whether she saw John coming. Then 
joining her, he looked at his grandson, saying, * He is improv- 
ing very fast. How like you he grows ! ' 
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* Poor little fellow, he was not at all well yesterday, and 
I began to think of asking whether I should send for Mr. 
Legh.' 

* Whatever you do, beware of doctoring ! ' was Lord 
Martindale's rather hasty answer. * Of doctoring and 
governessing ! I have seen enough of it, and I resolved my 
two youngest should run wholesomely wild, never be dosed, 
and never learn a lesson till th^y were six years old.' 

• * But this poor little man is really delicate, and I have 
no experience ? ' pleaded Violet. 

' Depend upon it, my dear,' said Lord Martindale, with- 
sorrowful emotion in his voice, as he saw the little fair head 
resting carelessly on her neck, ^ you are doing more for him 
than all the physicians in England. You must not teaze him 
and yourself with fretting and anxiety.' 

'I know it is my duty not to be over-anxious,' said 
Violet, with her heart full, as she claspe^ her hands close 
round her tiny treasure. 

' You must not,' said his grandfather. ' It was the notion 
that mine could never have enough teaching or doctoring— 
as if that was what they wanted 1 Some system or other wa9 
always being tried on them, and they were never left to'healthy 
action of mind or body, till the end was I lost my two 
pretty little ^rls ! And poor John, I never saw a more 
wretched-looking child than he was when I took' him to 
Dr. .' 

' And what was his advice.' 

' ^is advice was this. ' Throw away lessons and physio. 
Give him other children to play with, make him wear a brown 
holland pinafore, and let him grope in the dirt.' I believe 
it saved his life ! I begged Mrs. Fotheringham to let him 
do just like her childern, little thinking what was to come 
of that.' Then catching himself up, as if fearing to give 
Violet pain, ' Not that I should have regretted that con- 
nexion. She was all that could be wished, and I judge by 
personal merits.' .He hesitated, and spoke warmly, as if ap- 
plying the words to Violet, * Their youth was my only ob- 
jection from the first. Nothing would have rejoiced me 
more than their marriage.' 

*0, yes,' said Violet, *he says so much of your kind- 
ness.' She feared she had said too much, but Lord Martin- 
dale caught at her words. '' Has he ever adverted to that 
affair?' 
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* Sometimes,' said Violet, shyly 

' What 1 Actually spoken of poor Helen ? I am 
heartily glad to hear it. How is he bearing it ? Does he 
speak calmly ? ' 

' Yes, calmly and cheerfully, as if he liked to dwell on the 
thought.' 

Lord Martindale laid his hand on her arm, and said, 
gratefully, ' You haye done him a great deal of good.' 

Seldom had she been more gratified ; but at that mo- 
ment a dripping figure burst on them, and Theodora's voice 
impetuously exclaimed, ^ Violet ! you must know something 
of babies 1 What shall I do for the child at the lodge ? She 
will die if something is not done quickly.' 

She was in an agony of breathless agitation ; tne mother- 
less baby at the lodge had been taken violently ill, the 
parish doctor was not at home, and she feared that Mr. Legh 
could not arrive from Whitford in time ! 

Violet shared in her distress, and gathering from her de- 
scription that it might be such an attack as Johnnie's at 
Ventnor, longed to be on the spot, and tried to believe the 
rain lessening enough for her to go. Theodora seized on 
her proposal, but Lord Martindale interfered. ' How can 
you be so thoughtless ? ' said he, in a far more decided man- 
ner than usual. 

* The child's life depends on it ? ' said Theodora, vehe- 
mently. 

' Pshaw ! ' said Lord Martindale, ' Violet has her own 
life and her child's to think of.' 

' Then you wont come ? ' 
^ I am afraid I ought not,' said Violet, mournfully. 

Theodora flung away in passionate despair and con- 
tempt, and was rushing off, when Violet pursued her, and 
implored her to listen oqe moment, and she could not let go 
her last hope. Violet offered some medicine that had been 
prepared for Johnnie — which she was sure could at least do 
no harm, and she could give some advice. Perhaps she 
mingled it/With too maoy excuses and lamentations at being 
forced to stay at home; at least, Theodora thought her 
fanciful, rejoicing in the self-importance of imaginary ill-^ 
health. 

' Why ! there's the carriage ! ' she exclaimed, as it drovo 
down the avenue. 
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' Yes, it is gone for John,' said Theodora, bluntly. 

* Where is he ? ' 

' At the Goldingsby tntnpike. He took shelter there, 
and Percy came back to order the carriage to fetch him. 
Percy is gone on to Whitford for Mr. Legh.' 

' What a pity ! I could have gone to the lodge in the 
carriage.' 

Theodora was provoked that her impatience had made 
her miss this chance ; so, without answering, she ran down 
the steps, and was almost whirled along the aTcnue by the 
wild wind that roared in the branches, tearing the leaves 
fcpm the trees, and whirling them round and round. She 
hardly felt it — her whole soul was set upon the little orphan; 
the misery of watching the suffering she could not relieve, 
joined with passionate resentment at her father and sister- 
in-law, who she fancied made light of it. Only Mr. Fother- 
ingham, when stopping at the lodge on his way, had shown 
what she thought tolerable humanity. He had shared her 
concern, consoled her despair, suggested asking counsel, of 
Mrs. Martindale^ and finally rode off five miles to Whitford 
in quest of the doctor. 

^violet's advice proved not to be despicable; the mea- 
sures phe recommended relieved the little one, and by the 
time Percy and the apothecary made their appearance, it 
was asleep on Theodora's lap, and Mr. Legh pronounced that 
it was in a &ir way to do well. She wished she could have 
watched it all night, but it was late, and Mr. Fotheringham 
stood waiting at the door. So she laid it in the cradle, gave 
her directions to the old woman who had charge of it, and 
resumed her brown cloak and hood, in which she walked 
about in all weathers, without umbrella, for which, as for 
parasols, she had a supreme aversion. 

Mr. Legh wished to prevail on her to let him drive her 
home, but she would not hear of it Percy put up his 
umbrella, and offered to shelter her, but she held aloof. 

' No, no. Where did you get that elegant cotton ma- 
chine ? ' 

* I borrowed it at the turnpike.' 

' And rode home with it on Arthur's mare ? ' 

' Of course I did. I was not going to get wet through.' 

* But how did you get her to let you carry it ? She ob- 
jects to his taking out his handkerchief.' 
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' I am not going to be beaten b j a marOj and she soon 
found that out.' 

* What have you done with her ? ' 

-^ I took her home, and came back again. I wonder what 
Arthur will say to me for taking his gallant grey on to 
Whitford. I must get up a pathetic appeal to the feelings 
of a father ! ' 

* Well, I did not recollect you had the grey, or I would 
have told you to take mf horse. However, there's no harm 
done,' and it saved time.' 

* Whoo — h ! ' as the gust came roaring down furiously 
upon them, pelting fiercely with rain, flapping and tearing 
at Theodora's cloak, like the wind in the fable, trying to 
whirl her off her feet, and making vehement efforts to wrench 
the umbrella out of Percy'G^ hand. A buffet with wind and 
weather was a frolic which she particularly enjoyed, running 
on before the blast, then turning round to walk backwards 
and recover breath to laugh at him, toiling with the um- 
brella. Never had she looked brighter, her dark eyes lately 
so 4Bad and soft, now sparkling and dancing with mirth, her 
brown cheek glowing with fresh red from the rain and wind 
that had loosened her hair, and was sporting with a loQg 
black tress that streamed beyond her bonnet, and fluttered 
over her face — life, strength and activity in every limb, and 
her countenance beaming with sportiveness and gaieW, the 
more charming because so uncommon. It was a rare chance 
to catch Theodora at play I 

< Ha 1 you'll be beat 1 You will have to shut up the 
miserable invention unknown to our forefathers.' 

' Not I. I shall not give up the distinction between 
man and beast in the rain.' 

* Man 1 Why even ants carry parasols.' 

'That is in the sun. Parasols belong to -an epocb of 
earlier civilization. Vide Ninevite carvings — ^Persian sa- 
traps.' 

' So you reduce yourself to a Persian satrap ! ' 
' No ; it was reserved for modern times to discover the 
true application of the umbrella. Were you rational enough 
to come back in the carriage ? ' 

* No, indeed. To do justice to Violet, she would have 
come down in it, if I had not forgotten to tell her of it' 

' I am glad you do her justice for once.' 

VOL. I.— 10* 
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She would Bot ansMLer, and took advantage of another 
_ combat with the wind to cover her silence. 

* Theodora,* said he, abruptly, * I cannot help it ; I must 
say it ! ' 

'Well?' 

* I do not think you feel as you ought towards your 
brother's wife.' 

' John has told you this ? ' 

*No; I have observed it. You "had set your affections 
on Arthur ; and thinking he had thrown himself away, 
you do not resist the common propensity to hate a sister-in- 
law.' 

' You like to provoke me,' said Theodora ; ' but,' and 
her voice trembled, * it is unkind to bring this up — the 
pain and grief of my life, when I was happy and forgetful 
for once.' 

' Far, far from unkindness. It is because I cannot bear 
to see you unhappy.' 

' I trusted no one saw that.' 

* I have known you too long, and thought of you too 
much, not to be grieved at the sight of your forced spirits 
and suppressed sorrow.' 

It would have angered her from another ; from him it 
touched her to find how closely and kindly he had watched 
her. y! cannot help it,' she said. * He was my all.' 

* Have you striven with it 7 ' 

* Of course I have. I have lived in a tumult of occupa- 
tion, but — ' 

' But you have not conquered yourself, and grappled with 
the serpents that poison your life.' 

* Pray what do you call those serpents ?*' 

* If you look them in the face, I believe you will find they 
are pride and jealousy.' 

* You like to find generic names,' said Theodora, trying 
for a cold smile. 

' Because it is safer to know and crush a venomous beast 
than to dally with it.* 

* If I find there are such serpents, I will crush them and 
• thank you.' 

* No other woman would so have answered,' cried Percy, 
exultingly. 

* Because,' said she, her throat swelling, 'no oth^r 
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man is true and downright friend enoagH to warn me 
honestly.* 

' Tlieodora, Theodora, you are a grand creature, nearly 
thrown away for want of breaking in.' 

^ Too true,' said she, sadly. 

* I must say it. Will you let me 1 Will you trust your- 
self and your happiness to me ? It has been the vision and 
hope of my solitude to see you what you might be ! the flaws 
in that noble nature corrected, its grandeur and devotedness 
shining forth undimmed. Together we would crush the ser- 
pents — ^bring out all that is excellent.' 

' I think there might be a chance for me with you/ said 
she, in an odd* sort of tone. 

' You mean it I ' he exclaimed, trying j^o see her face, but 
her hood flapped over it. 

* I do. You appreciate me.' 

She let him walk beside her, and hold the umbrella over 
her ; but not a word was spoken till they were ascending the 
steps, when she said, ' Don't tell papa to-night. I do not 
choose to look foolish.' 

' Good luck to thee, umbrella I ' said Percy, holding it on 
high, ere closing it. * Thy sea-green dome has been a canopy 
of bliss. Honour to .thy whalebones ! ' Then, in a very dif- 
ferent manner, * Oh I Theodora, could you but guess how you 
have mingled in every scheme or wish of mine ; how often I 
have laughed myself to scorn for dreaming, as if there could 
be any chance I ' . 

' Ah ! what an uproar my aunt will make ! ' exclauned 
Theodora, somewhat exultingly. Some one crossed tho hall, 
and she ran away, but stept back from the foot of the stairs, 
laid her hand on his arm, and with a face inexpressibly sweet 
and brilliant, said, * We shall get on very well togdther. We 
need have no nonsense. But I did not know how happy you 
had made me.' 

She escaped again ; she would, not have said thus much 
if she had not known there could be no reply, for Lady Mar- 
tindale was sailing down the grand staircase. 

She met him no more till dinner, when he was silent, and 
she talkative and flighty, so that Violet suspected there had 
been a quarrel 

The next morning, the first tidings were that John had a 
cold, and was confined to his bed by cough and pain in the 
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ehest ; while something too was said of his having been kept 
up late at night talking. Theodora paid a visit to the sick 
child in the early morning, and after breakfast accompanied 
Violet to the lodge, where Yiolet found the poor little thing 
nursed with more goodwill than skill by its old aunt and Th^ 
j^ora, took it into her own motherly arms, gave it food and 
[0edicine, and hushed it to sleep so sucoessfuUy, that The- 
odora respected what she called the feminine element. 

The two sisters walked back happily together ; but at 
the door Lord Martindale met them, exclaiming, ' Where 
haveyou been, Theodora? Come here.' 

Violet wished to be certified that John was not worse, 
but could find no one but Mr. Fotheringham, who, with a 
litUe twist of the comer of his inouth, assured her that there 
was no cause for uneasiness on that account. 

Some time hadxgone by ; she was writing letters, while 
Percy stood in the deep window, reading the newspapers, 
and making a great rustling with them. Suddenly Arthur 
entered, exclaiming, 

* Well, Violet, here is a piece of news ! Guess I ' 

' That is the way people always tell wedding news.' 

' Eight. Now then for the victims.' 

*Your sister? What, really? And who? Oh, not 
Lord St. Erme?' 

^ The very Antipodes, as Harrison would say t Guess 
again.' 

' Help me, Mr. Fotheringham,' she began ; but Arthur, 
with a tremendous start, exclaimed, ' Hollo I if that is^ not a 
shame 1 How I wish I had said what a shocking bad match 
it is?' 

VYou think so, do you? 'said Percy, advancing, and 
heartily shaking Arthur's ready hand. 

' Oh 1 that is your look-out,' said Arthur, shrugging his 
shoulders. 

^ But, do you really mean it ? ' said Violet, looking from 
one to the other, as Percy's hand seemed to claim the same 
welcome from her. , 

* Indeed I do,' said Percy, earnestly. 

* 0, how glad John will be ! ' was her congratulation. 

' So, I must say nothing about the grey,' proceeded 
Arthur. ' What is it some one says about Cupid's steeds ? 
I vow I will call her Psyche, if it is only to miJce Theodora 
savage ! ' 
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* Where is yourjather ? ' said Percy. 

* With John. That was where I heard it.* Then, as 
Percy was leaving the room, * Well, you are a bold man ! I 
hope yoa mean to kill the cat on the wedding-day. That is 
all.*- 

' I am obliged for your experience,' said Percy. 

' If you make her like this one by the end of a year — ' 

* 0, hush, Arthur I ' 

Percy hastened from the room. Violet could not re- 
cover from her astonishment. ' Could Lord Martindale 
actually have consented ? ' 

* Makes no difficulty at all. He has grown wiser since 
poor John's time. I have taught him one, may be trusted 
to choose for oneself.' 

' But your aunt ? ' 

' Ah 1 there is nothing she hates like a Fotheringham ; 
but she has not the power over my father she once had. 
She will have to take up with us for very spite. But what 
they are to live on I do not know, unless my father keeps 
them.' 

* I thought he was heir to a baronetcy.' 

' Yes ; but there is a half-witted son of old Sir Antony 
in the way, who will keep Percy out of the property for 
the term of his natural life, as well as if he was a wise 
man.' 

After luncheon, Violet had a message from John to ask 
for a visit from her. She found him on the sofa in the sit- . 
ting-room, apparently oppressed and uncomfortable ; but he 
looked brightened by her entrance, and pleased when she 
offered to stay and read to him. 

' The very thing I have been figuring to myself as most 
agreeable. I don't want to talk or think. I have been 
overdoing both.' 

So she had to repress her curiosity, and give him the 
repose of her pleasant reading, till he dropped asleep ; and 
after waiting s^e time, in the fear of awakening him, she 
gently left the room, and had time for another visit to the 
lodge, where she fell in with the lovers, and found them dis- 
puting about the cotton umbrella. Percy announced that 
he should give his own in exchange, and retain it forever, 
as a trophy of what could be accomplished with both horse 
afid woman. Theodora was a little cross. If he wished to 
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keep it out of sentiment, that was all very well ; but to giro 
it the turn of glorying over her was displeasing. He want- 
ed to make her confess that she had submitted to its 
shelter. 

' No, you only walked. by me, and held it up.' ' 

* I appeal to you, Mrs. Martindale. Is not that the pop- 
ular view of being under an umbrella ? ' 

Theodora would not^ speak, and Violet thought him 
wrong in teazing her. Silence ensued, but ended in his say- 
ing, as they came to the steps, ' Well, Theodora, shall I re- 
store the umbrella as a hated object ? * 

* No, no,* said she ; * do what you please with it, only 
don't tafk nonsense about it.' Then, when Violet was gone. 
— * You must not triumph over me, Percy ; I cannot bear 
it. If it is pride, have patience with me.' 

* I should have asked you to forgive me,' said Percy, af- 
fected by the tone of humility. 

^ No, no, indeed,' said Theodora, smiling ; ' but I warnr 
you, my serpent is dealt with more safely by treading on it 
than by irritating it,' and there was an indignant gleam ia 
her dark eye. * Now I am going to tell my aunt.' 

* I would wish you well through it ; but I believe you 
are eager for the battle. Only let me say one thing, Theo- 
dora — be forbearing, or you will be fostering the enemy.' 

* I can deal with her,' said Theodora. 

But she was met in a manner she had not expected. Mrs. 
Nesbit beckoned her to her side, laid her hand on hers, and 
peered up in her face with witch-like eyes, that disconcerted 
her usually ready speech, and called up a blush. 

' I see,' said Mrs. Nesbit. ' I do n<fb blame' you for 
the fault of your father and mother. I knew how it would 
be.' 

' Has mamma told you ? ' said Theodora. ^ Papa prom- 
ised that I should be the first to tell I'' 

* Your mamma does not know what will mortify her so 
extremely.' 

* Then, how have you heard it ? ' 

*I have seen it. I knew what you had to tell from 
the instant you entered. And your father has given you 
his consent ? ' raising her hand, as if to say, ' I give up all 
hopes of him.' 

* Yes, he highly approves.' 
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Here Lady Martindale came into the room. 

* You need not be vexed, my dear,' began Mrs. Nos- 
bit. * It will not be made public, and there will be no harm 
done.' 

' What will not, dear aunt ? yoii alarm me.' 

^ This foolish affair into which Lord Martindale and 
John have drawn this poor child.' 

^ Aunt ! aunt I ' cried Theodora, * you do not know what 
you say. It is of my own free will — uninfluenced I would 
choose him, and hold fast to him through worlds of oppo- 
sition.' 

* Yes, yes ; we understand all that,' said Mrs. Nesbit, with 
a contemptuous accent ; ' but as it cannot be at once, you 
will soon have enough of that overbearing temper. At twen^ 
ty, there is plenty of time to get over such an affair, and 
form a more suitable connexion.' - « 

* Never ! ' cried Theodora. 

' Whali, my dear 1 ' said astonished Lady Martindale. 
* You engaged, and you have not told me ! ' 

* Only since yesterday, mamma. He spoke to papa only 
this morning.' 

' But who is it ? Nothing that your aunt disapproves, I 
trust, my dear.' 

' Percy Fotheringham,' said Theodora, standing firm, and 
exulting in defiance ; but her atmt continued that same pro- 
voking disregard. 

* Yes, you see it is of no use to oppose her. For my 
part, I think her ^apa has acted wisely in permitting the 
engagement. Contradiction would embellish her hero; 
while, left to him, she will soon find him out. I do not con- 
cern myself, for Miss Martindale can get over a little matter 
of this kind.' 

< It is of no use to make protestations,' said Theodora, 
and she left the room, much more annoyed than she could 
have been by the violent opposition for which she was pre- 
pared. Cool contempt was beyond everything irritating, es- 
pecially where reply was impossible, and argument undig- 
nified. 

Mrs. Nesbit continued to behave as if the engagement 
did not exist, and Violet could not suppose her informed of 
it. Lady Martindale looked melancholy and distressed, es- 
pecially after having been with John, whom, however, she 
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declared to be better, and desirous of seeing his sisten 
Theodora went to hi^, but remained a very short time. 

Violet ventured in with his mother, to wish him good 
night, and he thanked her warmly for having read him to 
sleep. * When I am laid up again, you will know where to 
find a nurse for me/ added he to his mother; a speech 
which obtained for Violet a positively cordial and affectionate 
good night from Lady Martindale. 

Though mending, he did not leave his room the next day, 
as it was damp and chilly ; -and he again asked for Violet's 
company in the afternoon, since he supposed she was not 
thinking of going out 

' 0, no ; no one does, except Theodora. I saw some- 
thing brown half way across the park, which must be either 
her cloak, or the old cowman's worst round frock.' 

* And Percy not in attendance ? ' 

' No ; he and Arthur are lingering at luncheon, talking 
about the Austrian army. When did you hear about this ? ' 

' As soon as I came in. He marched into my room, sat - 
down, and said ' There ! I've done it.' I thought he had 
broken the knees of Arthur's grey, till he explained — ^ No ; 
I have taken your sister on my hands.' \ 

^ So you were watching them all the evening I ' 

' Yes ; I was very anxious as to how my father might 
view it.' , 

^ I suppose that hurt you more than the rain ? ' 

' Excitement, as Brown would say. Perhaps it might. 
We talked long and late, and afterwards 1! fell into the old 
strain of thought. From what Percy tells me, his sister 
must have influenced Theodora far more than I thought pos- 
sible. To her he ascribes her religious tone. If he is 
right, my mistake in neglectmg her has been worse than I 
supposed.' 

' Then this is all the better 1' Do you remember saying 
you despaired of a Petrucbio ? ' 

< It is on the Petruchio principle that he takes her, and 
avowedly. None but Katharina was ever so wooed or so 
won I ' 

* That is very much to her honour.' 

' If she realizes his being in earnest. She would mako 
one doubt whether she has any earnest. Yesterday evening 
she so treated the subject that I was on the point of saying. 
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* B^ly not to me with a foolborn jest.' And how do you 
thiiik she answered my father, when he asked hex if she 
knew what she undertook ? As my namesake said, ' I shall 
wash all day and ride out on the great dog at night.' ' 
' Was not that a sort of shyness ? ' 

* I would fain hope so. If I had ever seen anything like 
deep earnest feeling, I should be satisfied. Yet Percy de- 
clares, I trust he ma^ be right, that she has the very strong- 
est affections, and much tenderness of character. He says 
her nature came straight from the tropics, and must not be 
judged by sober English rules.' 

^ If you had seen her distress about the child at the lodge I ' 

' Ah ! he said those tears settled the matter, and showed 
him that she had the woman's heart as well as the candour 
that would conquer her waywardness. It sounds a little too 
like a lover's self-justification.' 

' Do you think so ? ' said Violet. * You do not know 
what she is with the dumb boy ,^ and with Johnnie.' 

' I was just going to have instanced her neglect of John- 
nie.' 

'I assure you,' cried Violet, eagerly, *that it is only 
because she does not like me. You cannot think how fond 
she is of him. When I am out of the way, she goes to the 
nursery and pets him till Sarah is almost jealous of his 
fondness for her.' 

' I have no patience with her,' exclaimed John. 

' I thought you would have been glad.' 

* I do not like Percy to make a mistake, and get his 
feelings trifled with. He deserves a wife like himself.' 

* Did you hear of Arthur's advice to him ? ' 

' To kill the cat on the wedding-day. That might an- 
swer if it were to be at once ; but it is a cat with nine lives, 
and I do not think she will bear to have it killed before the 
wedding-day.' 

* Then it is not to be soon ? ' 

^ No, my father thinks she is not fit to be a poor man's 
wife, and cannot give her more^khan £5000, so they must 
wait till they can begin on an income equal to yours.' 

* And I suppose that will be when he gets some appoint- 
ment.' 

' And there is the Worthbourn estate as a provision for 
the future, so that there is no imprudence. For my part, I 
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regret the delay ; Theodora would shine If she had to rq)agb 
it, provided always she was truly attached to her husband.' 

' She would bear poverty beautifully.' 

' But it is not a thing to advise. I am accused already 
of being romantic and imprudent, yet I would urge it on my 
father if I saw them desirous to hasten it. I do not under- 
stand them, and perhaps I am unreasonable. I ^o not like 
his happiness to be in such perverse hands, yet I am uneasy 
at the delay. It suits my aunt's predictions, and they are 
far too apt to come true. I feel them like a spell. She al- 
ways foretold that Helen and I should never marry. And 
it cannot be denied that she has great insight into character, 
so that I am alarmed at her declaring this will not come to 
good. If not, I have no hope for Theodora! She will 
either be hard and unfeminine, or turn to worldliness, and 
be such another as my aunt. She^has it in her 1 ' 

* You are taking to horrid predictions yourself.* 
'Well, I acknowledge her capabilities, but there has 

been woful mismanagement, and my father feels it.' 
' I was surprised at his consenting so readily.' 

* He has once been too much grieved to be led to act 
tigainst his own judgment again. He thinks very highly of 
Percy, and is glad Theodora should be in safe keeping ; sho 
was so wilful this last season in London as to make him very 
uneasy.' 

Mr. Fotheringham came in, and Violet was going, but 
was claimed for some more work upon the Crusaden^ and- 
told that Arthur was gone out to inspect his grey. 

Arthur found the weather better than it appeared from 
indoors, and strolled into the park to indulge in a cigar. 
Ere long he perceived the brown waterproof cloak, and 
throwing away the end of his cigar, called out, ' Halloa ! a 
solitary ramble. Have you given Earl Percy the slip ? ' 

' You do not expect him to be always philandering after 
me?' 

' There is a popular delusion in regard to lovers.' 

* We are not such ninni*.' 

' But seriously, Theodora, what can induce Fotheringham 

to have you 1 ' 

' I expected you to ask what induced me to have him.' 
^ That in its own time. Tell me, first, why he take& 

you.' 
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* Tho same reason that you took Violet.' 

* As if you and Violet were to be named. together ! ' 

* Or you and Percy ! ' 

They laughed, and Theodora then spoke with deep feel- 
ing. * It does surprise me, Arthur, but it is the more plea- 
sure. He has known me all my life, and sees there is less 
humbug in me than in other women. He knows I have a 
heart.* 

* That scientific discovery is his reason. Now for 
yours.' 

' Because he understands me.-^ 

* So your partnership is founded on a stock of mutual un- 
derstanding I I devoutly hope it is ; for my notion is that 
Percy will stand no nonsense.' 

' Of course not.* 

* It remains to be proved how you will like that.' 
' I am not given to nonsense.' 

Arthur whistled. 

* That means that I will not yield when I am not con- 
vinced.' 

* And he will make you.' ' 

' He will never be unreasonable,' exclaimed Theodora. 

* It does not follow that you will not.' 

* That is unjust. I yield where duty, good sense, or af- 
fection make it needful.' 

* Oho ! Affection I That is like other people. Now 
I see some hope of you.' 

^ Did you think 1 would have had him without it ? ' 

* Certainly, it is the only explanation. You will not find 
being wife to a scrub of an attache the same thing as being 
Miss Martindale.' 

' I am glad of it My mind revolts at the hoUowness 
of my present life.' 

* Well done I ' ejaculated Arthur. 

* I do,' said Theodora, vehemently. * Ours has never 
been a home ; it was all artificial, and we had separate 
worlds. You and I amalgamated best ; but, oh ! Arthur, 
you never cared for me as I did for you. The misery of 
my life has been want of affection. Any one who loved me 
could have guided me at will. You doubt ! You don't 
know what is in mo ! How I felt as if I would work night 
and^day at my lessons, if they were ever to be heard by 
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mamma ! I remember once, after a day's naughtiness, lying 
awake, sobbing, and saying, again and again, half aloud, ^ I 
would be good if they woidd love me ! " 

' No one would have thought such fancies were in a wild 
colt like you.' 

^ I would not haye had them guessed for worlds. Then 
came that one gleam of Helen. It was a now life ; but it 
could not last. She went back, and I cannot say things in 
letters. She told me to talk to John, but he was of no use. 
He has always despised me.' 

^ I don't think you are right there.' 

' He would help me in trouble, but I am nothing to him. 
You were all I had, and when you gave yourself away from 
me I was left alone with the heart-ache, and began to think 
myself bom to live without love.' 

* In spite of the lovers you had in London ? ' 

' You know better. That was the Honourable Miss 
Martindale. What did th^y know of the real Theodora ? ' 

' Poor critturs, what indeed ? They would liave run 
far enough if they had.' 

' I knew it It is the soft, gentle, feminine mould that 
attracts men.' 

* Another curious discovery.' 

' I cannot change my nature. But when he comes, su- 
perior to them all, understanding my true self, seeing me 
high spirited and cold mannered, but able to look into me, 
and perceive there is warmth and soundness — oh 1 . is not 
that a new well-spring of happiness ! ' 

' Yes, he is as much out of the common run of folks as 
you are. You'll go as well together as Smithson's pair of 
piebalds. I am satisfied ; I only wanted to know whether 
you cared for him, for you don't * act as sich.^ ' 

^ I can't talk stufiF. I managed pretty well with papa, 
but I could not bear it with John. He began to praise 
Percy, which made me ready to cry, and that provoked me : 
besides, I know he does not believe in me. He cares for 
Helen's brother far more than for his own sister, and does 
not think me good enough for him. I saw he thought I 
should trifle, and meant to give me a lecture ; and I could 
not stand that, you know, so I got away as fast as I could.' 

* John does not lecture as you might expect, if you give 
him his full swing. He is the best and kindest fellow in the 
world.' 
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* I know how Percy looks up to him. The only thing I 
don't like is, that I believe one cause of Percy's attachment 
is my being his sister.' 

* I tell you, Theodora, if you are so outrageously jealous, 
you will never get through the world in peac^.' 

^ I shall have no reason for jealousy.' 

* And for fear he should, had you not better give a hint 
to Wingfield ? You are turning the poor fellow's head with 
your confabulations over the dirty children, and you'll have 
him languishing in an^nrequited attachment.' 

* He understands me too well,' said Theodora. 

' You reckon a great deal on understanding ! And you 
put yourselves to the test. Why don't you marry out of 
hand, and trust to the fates ? ' 

* We have talked it over,' said Theodora. * As to our 
income being equal to yours, that is nonsense. We have no 
expensive habits ; but Percy says 450/. a year is too. little, 
so we shall wait for the appointment, or till he has made it 
up to 700/. But I own I did not expect such ready consent 
from papa.' 

* Ha ! You would have liked a little opposition ? You 
would sing a different song if he had set his face against it. 
It is very knowing of my aunt to take the line she does.' 

* I wish my aunt was twenty years younger ! ' 
' That you might fight it out, eh ? ' 

* One comfort is^, she will never leave me her money 
now ! But I must go in, and send Miss Piper for a walk 
with Harrison. My aunt must be repaying herself on her.' 

' Then I shall take another cigar to get the damp out 
of my throat.' 

* You wretch I you like to boast of it ! ' 

* Ah I you don't know what Percy learnt in Turkey,' 
^ ' I know he always abominated smoking.' 

' Perhaps he'll let you think so till you are married.' 

* For shame; Arthur I That's the way you served your 
wife!' 

* Not I. She is duly grateful to me for only smoking at 
fit times and places, wherein I don't resemble her precious 
brother.' 

Arthur thus reported this conversation to his wife. ' I 
met Theodora in the park She is as remarkable an article 
as ever I saw.' 
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* What do you think ? — is she really attached to him ? ' 
^ I know as little as she does.' 

It was determined that the secret should be strictly 
kept ; it was the one point on which Lady Martindale was 
anxious, being thereto prompted by her aunt. Theodora 
declared she had no one to tell, and Mr. Fotheringham only 
desired to inform his uncle and aunt. Sir Anthony and Lady 
Fotheringham. He was now going to pay them a visit be- 
fore settling in his lodgings in London. Theodora's engage- 
ment certainly made her afford to be kinder to Violet, or 
else it was Percy's influence that in some degree softened 
her. She was pleased at having one of her favourite head 
girls taken as housemaid under Sarah's direction, her only 
doubt being whether Violet was a sufficiently good mistress ; 
but she had much confidence in Sarah, whose love of domin- 
ion made her glad of a young assistant. 

The party was now breaking up, Violet in high spirits 
at returning home, and having Arthur all to herself, as well 
as eager to put her schemes of good management into prac< 
tice. The sorrow was the parting with John, who was likely 
to be absent for several years. 

Before going he had one last conversation with his sister, 
apropos to some mention of a book which she wished to send 
to London to be returned to Miss Gardner. 

' Does Violet visit her ? ' he asked. 

^ There have been a few calls; Jane G-ardner has been 
very good-natured to her.' - 

^ Is that cousin of theirs, that Gardner, still abroad ! ' 

* Yes, I believe so.' 

' I hope he will stay there. He usied to have a most 
baneful influence over Arthur. Theodora, if by any chance 
it should be in your power, you ought to do your utmost to 
keep them from coufing in contact. It may be a very supe^ 
fluous fear, but your intimacy with those ladies might be the 
means of bringing them together, and there is nothing I 
should so much dread.' 

' Surely, Arthur may be trusted to choose his own 
friends.' 

^ You don't know what happened in their school days ! 
No, you were too young. It was discovered that there was 
a practice of gambling and drinking wine in the boys' rooms, 
and Arthur was all but expelled ; but it turned out that he 
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had been only weak, and entirely led by this fellow ; and so 
he was spared. Percy could tell you many histories of 
Gardner's doings at Cambridge. Arthur's worst scrape 
since Jie has been in the Guards was entirely owing to him, 
and it was evident he still had the same power over him.' 

* Arthur is no boy now.' 

* I doubt,' said John, half smiling. 

' No one can make the least charge against him since his 
marriage.' - . ^ 

j It has done much for him,' answered John, 'and she 
has improved wonderfully. Theodora, now that I am going 
away, let me once more tell you that you are throwing away 
a source of much happiness by disregarding her.' 

* Her romantic friendship with Emma Brandon is a proof 
that she cannot have much in common with me.' 

' There is one thing you have not in common with either,' 
exclaimed John, ^ and that is an unassuming temper.' 

* Yes, I know you all think me prejudiced. I do not 
want you to go away misunderstanding me^' answered Theo- 
dora. ^ She has good principles, she is amiable and afifec- 
tionate, but there are three points that prevent me from 
esteeming her as you do. She has a weak, fretful tem- 
per.' 

* I am sure you have seen no sign of it.' 

* It is just what is never shown ; but I am convinced 
poor Arthur suffers from it. Next, she thinks a great deal 
of her appearance; and, lastly, -she is fond of power, and 
tries to govern, if not by coaxing, by weakness, tears, hyster- 
ics — all the artillery of the feeble. Now, a woman such as 
that, I can pity, but cannot love, nor think a fit wife for my 
brother.' 

' I can't tell, I don't know,' said John, hesitating in dis- 
pleasure and perplexity ; * but this once I must try whether 
it is of any use to talk to you. Her spirits and nerves are 
not strong, and they were cruelly tried last spring ; but Ar- 
thur only saw her cheerful, and never guessed at the tears 
she shed in secret, till we found her papers blistered with 
them, when her never complaining and letting him go his 
own way had almost cost herlicr life ! and if you knew her, 
you would see that the tendency to over-anxiety is the very 
failing with which she struggles. I wish I oould make you 
see her in her true light.' 
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' I cannot help it, John,' said Theodora, ' I must speak 
the truth. I see how it is. Men are not clear-sighted in 
iudging of a pretty woman of engaging manners. They are 
jnder a fascination. ^I don't blame you^t is exactly the 
same with papa and Percy.' 

* Indeed I ' ' 

And for the last time baffled, John parted with his 
sister in much anxiety and disappointment, such as piade it 
repose to turn to that other gentle, open-hearted, confiding 
sister, whose helplessness and sympathy had first roused him 
from despondency and inaction. 

He begged her to write to him ; an honour and a plea- 
sure indeed, and now there was no fear of her letters being 
such as that she had sent him at Martindale. He declared the 
correspondence would be a great pleasure to him — he could 
not bear to think of hearing of those in whom he took so 
much interest only at second-hand ; and besides, he had been 
accustomed to pour out his mind so much in his letters to 
Helen, that he felt the want of a full and free confidence. 
His letters to his mother were not safe from the eye of his 
aunt, and neither his father nor Mr. Fotheringham could be 
what a lady correspondent would be to a man of his charac- 
ter, reflective, fond of description, and prone to dwell on the 
details of what interested him. 

So the time of his departure came, whereat Arthur 
lamented, yowing it was a horrid bore that he could not live 
in England, and hoping that Barbuda would patch him up 
for good ; while Violet made arrangements for his conveni- 
ence and pleasure on the voyage, such as no sftter had ever 
supplied for him before. 



(JHAPTES XI. 

She BO had prayed, and He who hean, 
Throngfa Seraph songs the sonnd of tearSi . 
From that beloyed Babe had ta'en 
The fe?er and the beating pain, 
And more and more smllea Isobel 
To see the baby sleep so well 

£. B. Bsowirrao (ZsoMt OMld,} 

On a bright cold afternoon the next spring, Theodora w&s 
setting out for a walk, when she saw a carrij^ge driving up 
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the avenue, and Arthur emerging from it. Joy6usly she 
sprang forward — ^ Arthur ! Arthur ! this is pleasant. How 
glad I am. This is like old times.' 

* Ay, I thought you would be ready for me. I have had 
a cold, and I am come home to shake off the end of it.' 

* A cold — ^not a bad one, I hope ? ' 

* Not very. I wanted Violet to come, too, but the boy 
is poorly.' 

^ Oh ! I hope there is not much the matter.' 
' Only teeth, I believe. He is desperately fretful, and 
she can't attend to anything else.' 

* Well, I hope you are come for a good long visit' 
' I can stay a week.' 

' That's right, it will do you good. I was just going to 
write to you. I have a great mind to go back with you, if I 
shall not be in the way.' 

' Not at all. It will be famous having you ; but what 
makes you come ? To gratify Foth^ingham ? ' 

' I have many reasons. I've got Charlie Layton elected 
to the Deaf and Dumb Asylum, and I must take him there.' 

' I'm not going to take him ! 'Tis enough to have to 
carry about one's own babies, without other peojAe's.' 

* We'll settle that,' said Theodora. « Will you walk with 
me? There is no one at home, and I am stupefied with 
reading French novels to my aunt. Such horrid things 1 
She has lost her taste for the natural, and likes only the ex- 
travagant. I have been at it ever since luncheon, and at last, 
when the wretches had all charcoaled themselves to death, I 
came out to hreathe fresh air and purity.' ** 

* Where's the Piper ? ' 

* Piper no longer. Have you not heard ? ' 

' Not a word since Percy announced that my aunt and 
Harrison had come to a split about the orchids.' 

' You have great things to hear. Harrison got a mag- 
nificent appointment, as he calls it — ^situation is not grand 
enough — ^to some botanic gardens, splendid salary. Nothing 
hindered the wedding but Miss Piper's dread of my aunt 
It was not only that she could not tell her, but she could 
not face her after it was told, though I offered to undertake 
that So the upshot was, that for very cowardice she pre- 
ferred stealing the march and taking French leave. It was 
a silly piece of business, but I couldnot help that, and they 
VOL, I. — 11 
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were accountable to no one. I promised to announce it to 
my aunt when the deed was done, and satisfied the poor little 
woman's conscience by undertaking to be my aunt's white 
nigger till she bought another.' 

' If that's not self-devotion, I don't know what is,' said 
Arthur. ^ I trust she has got one.' 

' She comes to-morrow.' 

* How was the wedding managed ? ' 

< Harrison came with his license from Whitford, and I 
walked forth with sal Tolatile in one hand and salts in tbe 
other, administering them by turns to the fainting bride. I 
dragged her all the way by main strength, supported her 
through the service, ana was very near giving her away by 
mistake, for there was no pne else to do it but old. Brand. 
He and I are the witnesses in the register. I received her 
hysterical farewells and Harrison's elegant acknowledg- 
ments; saw them into their, fly, and came home, trusting to 
Providence that "I could inform my aunt without bringing 
on a fit.' 

* After surviving the news of your engagement shb may 
bear anything.' 

' Ah 1 there she takes refuge in incredulity. Now this 
was a fact. So there was nothing for it but to take a high 
tone. I gave the history, and told my own share ; then, in 
the style of Bichard II., when Wat Tyler was killed, declared 
I would be her companion ; and after some bandying of words 
we settled down peaceably.' 

' One thing amazes me. How did you g^t Wingfield to 
do it ? •! had plague enough with the old parson at Wran- 
gerton, and I should have thought Wingfield- harder to 
manage.' 

* They had no consent to ask — ^no one could forbid the 
banns. He soon saw the rights of it,' said Theodora, unable 
to prevent herself from blushing. - 

* you talked him over, eh ? ' 

' Arthur, you are looking at me as if you wanted to put 
jne out of countenance. Well, you shall hear the truth ; it 
is safe with you, and no one else knows it. It is my chief 
reason for wishing to go to London.' 

« Ah ha I ' 

' Yes, you were right in warning me. He must needs 
ihink I worked in the parish for his sake ; and one fine day, 
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as I was walking home, he joined company, and before T 
knew where I was he was making me an offer.' 

^ And learnt what disdain means, if he did not know 
before.' 

* No,' said Theodora, gravely, and blushing deeply, ' I 
recollected year warning; and saw that if there had not been 
something like encouragement he would not have forgotten 
the distance between us. This wedding had occasioned con- 
ferences ; besides, Percy was exacting at Christmas, and I 
had rather tried to teaze him. I thought, Hying close by, 
Mr. Wingfield miist have known the state of the case, and 
that I need not be on my guard ; so that, having so far taken 
him in, I thought it right to tell him I was afraid he had not 
been fairly tised, for I had trusted to his knowing I was en- 
gaged. So we parted amicably ; but it is a great bore, for 
he is much more cut up than I expected, poor man. He 
went from home the next Monday, and is but just come back, 
looking disconsolate enough to set people wondering what is 
on his spirits, and avoids me, so as to show them. It would 
be the best possible thing for me to get out of the way till it 
is blown over, for I have no comfort in parish work. It has 
been a relief to be always shut up with my aunt, since that 
was a reason for not going into the village.' 

* Then you will stay till the family migration ? ' 

' I don't think there will be any this year. Papa talks 
about bad times, and says the season in London is too 
expensive ; and mamma was worried and tired lasl year, 
and did not ^njoy it, so she will be glad to avoid it and stay 
with my aunt.' « 

* And, you being no longer a subject for speculation, 
there's no object.' 

' Yes, I am glad to have ended that hateful conscious- 
ness.' 

' Well, Violet will do her best for you.' 

' I don't want her to trouble herself ; I only want house- 
room.' 

^ And a change after a month's white-niggering.' 

< That's another reason. My aunt has grown so depend- 
ent on nie, that this new lady will not have a fair chance if 
I am at home ; and if I don't break the habit, I shaU never 
call my time my own again.' 

lu fact, Theodora had been suffering under a fit of rest- 



244 heartsease; 

lessness and dissatisfaction, which made her anxions to 
change the scene. The school, her great resource, was lia- 
ble to be a place of awkward meetings. She was going to 
lose her dumb charge ; and with Percy and Arthur- both at 
a distance, there was no excitement nor relief to the tedium 
of home. The thorough self-sacrificing attendance on her 
aunt had been the sole means left her of maintaining the 
sense of fulfilling a duty. 

The unexpected arrival of her favourite brother was as a 
reward. Her spirits rose, and she talked with* gaiety and 
animation, delighted to find him claiming her company for 
walks and rides to be taken in his holiday week, and feel- 
ing as if now the prediction had truly come to pass that 
he would be relieved to come to her from the annoyances 
of his home. 

Every one seemed glad to see Arthur — even Mrs. Nesbit. 
In the course of the evening something was said about a 
dinner party for the ensuing Saturday, and Lady Martindale 
usked if he could stay for it. 

* Satifrday ? Yes, I need not go back till Monday.' 

' I wish Violet could have come,' said Lord Martindale. 
' I am glad you can give us a week, but it is a long time 
for her to be alone. I hope she has some friend to be 
with her.' 

* Oh, she wants no one,' said Arthur. * She begged me 
to go ; and I fancy she will be rather glad to have no dis- 
traction from the child. I am only in 'the way of her per- 
petual walking up and down the room with him whining in 
her arms.' 

' Ah ! it is an unlucky affair,' said Mrs. Nesbit, in her 
sarcastic tone of condolence ; ' she will never rear it.' 

She seemed, in her triumph, ^o have forgotten that its 
father was present, and his impatient speech had certainly 
not been such as to bring it to mind ; but this was too much, 
and, starting, he hastily exclaimed, ' Children always do 
make a fiiss about their teeth ! ' 

- * I do not speak without the authority of medical men,' 
said Mrs. Nesbit. * I don't blame your wife, poor thing 1 ' 

* What do you mean ?' cried Arthur, colour and voice 
both rising. 

* I am surprised your brother kept it from you.' said 
she, gratified at torturing him ; ' you ought to have been ia* 
formed.' 
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' Tell me at once ! ' said Arthur. 

' Only this, Arthur/ said his father, interposing : * when 
first the doctor at Y entnor saw him he thought him very del- 
icate, and told John that he would hardly get through the 
first year without great care.' 

' He has all but done that I ' said Arthur, breathing more 
freely ; * he will be a year old on the third.' 

* Yes, afterwards the doctor thought much better of him, 
and John saw no occasion to make you and Violet more 
anxious.' 

' Then it all goes for nothing ! ' said Arthur, looking full 
at his aunt with defiance, and moving to the furthest end of 
tho room. 

But it did not go for nothing. He could not shake off 
the impression. The child's illness had never been so alarm- 
ing as to stir up his feelings, though his comfort had been 
interfered with ; and there were recollections of impatience 
that came painfully upon himf He knew that Violet thought 
him more indifferent t6 his child than he really was ; and 
though she had never uttered a complaint or reproach, he was 
sure that he had hurt and distres£ted her by displeasure at 
the crying, and by making light of the anxieties, which he 
now learnt were but too well founded. 

Arthur's easiness and selfishness made him slow to take 
alarm, but when once awakened there was no limit to his 
anxiety. He knew now what it would be to lose his first- 
born. He thought of the moment when the babe. had 
been laid on his hand, and of the sad hours when that 
feeble cry had been like a charm, holding the mother to life ; 
and his heart smote him as he thought of never hearing again 
the voice of which he had complained. What might not be 
happening at that moment ? As grisly a train of chances 
rose before him as ever had haunted Violet herself, and he 
thought of a worse return home than even his last. Yet 
he had never desired her to let him know whether all was 
well! 

He could not sleep, and in the morning twilight he 
sought out writing materials, and» indited his first letter to 
his wife : — 

* Dear Violet, — I hope you and the boy are welL I have 
not coughed since I left London. I come home on Monday 



246 HEARTSEASE ; 

if all goes well, and Theodora with me. She has made tho 
place too hot to hold h6r 

* Years ever, 

*A. N. Martindale, 

* P.S. Write and say how the boy is.' 

Haying hunted up a servant, and sent him with this mis- 
sive to the early post, Arthur's paternal conscience was sat- 
isfied, and going to bed again, he slept till breakfast was 
half over, then good humouredly listened to exclamations on 
his tardiness, and loitered about the rest of the morning, to 
the great pleasure of his sister. 

The companion, Mrs. Garth, the highly recommended 
widow of a marine officer, arrived in the afternoon, and Ar- 
thur, meeting her on the stairs, pronounced that she was a 
forbidding-looking female, and there was no fear that she 
would not be able to hold her own. 

Rejoicing in newly-recoveredr freedom, Theodora had a 
long ride with'him ; and having planned another to a village 
near a trout-stream, where he wanted to enquire about lodg- 
ings for his indefatigable fishing friend, Captain Fitzhugh, 
she was working hard to dispose of her daily avocations be 
fore breakfast the next day, when Arthur knocked at her 
door. * Good morning,' he said, hastily. * I must go home. 
My little boy is very ill.' 

'Is he? What is it?' 

* A bad fit of croup. He was better when the letter 
went. My poor Violet ! She has called in further 
advice ; but it may come back. Do you like to come with 
mer 

* If you like to have me.' 

* Only be quick. I must be gone by the ten o'clock 
train. You must be ready to start by nine.' 

* I'll bo ready at once,' said Theodora, hastily ringing for' 
Pauline, and rushing upon her preparations. She could not 
bear to part with him in his grief, and thought, in case of 
the child's severe illness or death, tha*t he would be in need 
of her comfort when he had his wife on his hands. She 
would not take Pauline — she would not be dependent, and 
trouble their small household with another servant ; but 
Charles Lay ton she could not leave, and having given orders 
to pack up her things, she flew off down the avenue to de- 
sire his aunt to prepare him. 
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Up and down, backwards and forwards, giving directions 
to every one, she hurried about till her father summoned 
her to breakfast. J I am glad you are going with him, my 
dear,' he said, as he went down the steps with her. ' We 
shall depend on you for hearing of the little boy.' 

That genuine cordial' approbation was so pleasant that 
the thought crossed her, ' Was she going to be a blessing to 
her family ? ' 

* Good by, Arthur,' said Lord Martindale, warmly press- 
ing his hand. ' I hope you will find him better, and Violet 
not doing too much. Give my love to her.* 

Arthur was moved by his father's unwonted warmth, 
and leaned back in the carriage in silence. Theodora 
watched him anxiou^ly, and did iiot speak for some time. 
* Had there been any tendency to croup before ? ' she asked 
at iast. 

* Tender throat, I believe ; Violet always was anxious. . 
I wish I had not come away ; it is too much for her alone. 
Ha ! what are we stopping for now ? ' 

* To pick up Charles Layton.' 

' You'll make us miss the train.' 

* No, here he is. He shall be in nobody's way. I'll 
put him into the housemaid's charge in Belgrave-square.' 
And with her eyes and fingers she encouraged the poor child 
as he was lifted up to the box. * There, I've not stopped 
you long.' 

' What shall you do with him on the railroad ? ' 
' Take him with us, of course.' 
' I wont have him going in a first-class with me.' 
' Then I shall go in a second-class with him.' 
Here it occurred to her that this was a strange way of 
fulfilling her -mission of comfort, and she would fain have ' 
recalled her words, but only sat silent till they came to the 
station, where, without any further question, they were all 
three lodged in the same carriage, where presently a county 
neighbour enjbered, attracted by tho^ sight of Arthur. The- 
odora was provoked, feeling for Arthur, and thinking it was 
the stranger's presence that hindered her from resuming the 
task of cheering him, but she was more annoyed when Ar- 
thur plunged into a hunting discussion. 

She sat working up the scene which awaited them, the 
child just expiring, his mother in hysterical agonies, and she 
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herself displaying all her energy and resources, perhaps sa* 
ving Johnnie's life — at any rate, being her brother's stay 
and support when his wife gave way. 

His silence and anxious looks returned as they drove 
from the station, and she could think of nothing to say 
but the old hope that the baby was better. As they stop- 
ped, he threw open the carriage-door, and springing out, im- 
Satiently rang. * Child better?' were his hurried words to 
ames. 

*Yes, sir.* 

Before even this brief answer was spoken, Arthur was 
halfway upstairs. No one was in the drawing-room ; he 
dashed up to the bed-room ; that, too, was empty ; he climb- 
ed on where he had never been before, and opened the nur- 
sery-door. 

There sat Violet on a low chair by the fire, with the lit- 
tle boy on her lap. With a cry of joy she rose; and in 
another moment was standing, almost unable to speak, as she 
saw Johnnie, looking much surprised but well-pleased to 
find himself in those strong arms, and his soft face scrubbed 
by the black whiskers. 

' He is pleased I He is smiling. Tou know papa, don't 
you, my Johnnie 7 ' cried the happy Violet 

* And he is all right again ? ' 

* So much better to-day I We trust the cold is gone. 
Does he not breathe softly and freely ? If only there's no 
return to-night.' ^ 

* Was there last night?' 

' Indeed there was. It was too dreadful ! ' said Violet, 
leaning against him, and lowering her voice. ^ Once Sarah 
and Mr. Harditig both thought it was all over, and I never 
dared to expect to see those eyes come back to their own 
dear look at me ! 0, Arthur, then I thought if I could but 
once have seen him in your arms ! I never thought to be so 
happy as this ! ' and she caressed the child to hide the tears 
of thankfulnesa * I'm glad you weren't there.' 
. ' My Violet, why ? ' 
^ You could not have borne to have seen and heard, and 
now you wont have it to remember. At least, I trust not ! 
Think of their once wanting me to ^o away, saying it was not 
fit, and that I was of no use ; but you knew better, Johnnie. 
You held mamma's finger tight, and when you came to your- 
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self, your sweet look and smile were for her I And at last 
he went to sleep over mj shoulder, as he likes best ; and f 
felt each one of his breathings, but they grew soft and 
smooth at last, and after two good hours he woke up quite 
himself.' 

' And you I Sitting up all ni^ht ! You are not fit foi 
such things. How did you get through it ? ' 

* I don't know ; I hardly remember,' said Violet. Your 
letter was such a pleasure ! and oh 1 I had help.' 

' What^ Harding—' 

' I did not mean that, though he was yery kind. No, I 
meant thoughts — ^verses in the Bible,' said Violet, hanging 
her head, and whispering, ' I don't mean at the worst. Then 
one could only pray he might not suflFer so much ; but things 
his uncle had helped me to, did come so comfortably while 
he was asleep. Don't you remember saying I had no trou- 
bles for Helen's cross to comfort me in ? ' 

* And did it ? ' said Arthur, half smiling. 

* Not itself, you know ; but it helped to put me in mind 
to be sure that all he was going through would somehow be 
a blessing. I could bear it then, and not be angry, as I was 
last year. Dear little fellow, it is as if he would put me in 
mind himself, for the only thing like play he has done to-day 
has been holding it up, and pulling its chain.' 

* There ! go to your mother, Johnnie,' said Arthur, giv- 
ing him back. > She is a rare one, I tell you, and you un- 
derstand each other. He does not look much amiss either. 
He really is a very pretty little fellow ! * 

No wonder Arthur made the discovery, as he for the first 
time remarked the large wistful dark eyes, the delicately, fair 
skin, which the heat of the fire had tinged with soft pink, on 
the cheeks, the shapely little head, with its flaxen waves of 
curl ; and the tiny, bare, rosy feet, outstretched to enjoy the 
warmth. Very small, tender, and fragile, he looked, and 
his features had an almost mournful expression ; but there 
was something peculiarly engaging in this frail little being. 

Violet was charmed with the tribute of admiration; 
indeed, she had hardly known whether she might hope for 
Arthur's return, though she had felt as if her heart would 
brelik if her child should die without his coming. The win- 
ter, though cheerful, had been spent in endeavours against 
her want of faith and hope, and this hard trial in the spring 
VOL. L — 11* 
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had broagHt with it a comfort and beginning of resignation 
that proved that lier efforts had not been in vain. 

Very happy she was as, Sarah coming up, she prepared 
to go down with Arthur, who now remembered to inform 
her of the arrival of * Theodora and her dummy.' 

These two personages were waiting in the drawing-room, 
Theodora in an excited state of anticipation and energy, 
prepared for a summons to take the care of the baby, while 
Arthur was supporting his wife in hysterics. 

Long she waited and listened; at last th^re was an 
opening of doors, then what she fancied the first shriek, and 
she started, alarmed, in spite of being wound up ; but it 
sounded nearer — ^much too like a bond fide laugh, the very 
girlish sound she had condemned — Arthur's voice — Violet's 
gaily answering I They came in full of smiles, Violet with, 
outstretched hands, and warm tinconstrained welcome. ' How 
kind of you to come ! I'm sorry you have been so long 
alone, but I did not know it,' said she, kissing her sister-in- 
law, and giving a kind silent greeting to the dumb boy. 

Disconcerted at her waste of preparation, Theodora stood 
for a moment, fancying Violet triumphant in having spoilt 
Arthur's holiday by what must have been an exaggerated 
trifle. She was almost ready to make no enquiry for Johnnie, • 
but ^conventional interest' prevailed, and his parents were 
so full of him, and of each other, that it set them off into an 
eager conversation, such as made hei;, in her present inood, 
believe herself neglected, for the sake of Arthur's weak, ty- 
rannical, exacting idol. She resolved to take Charles at once 
to her father's house. If it would not have been an insult to 
her brother, she would have slept there herself She surprised 
the others by rising from her seat, and taking up the boy's 
cap. 

* Oh ! ' exclaimed Violet, ' I had forgotten him, poor little 
fellow. I will take him to Susan to have some tea.' 

' Thank you, I am going to take him to the maid at our 
house.' 

' 0, pray do not,' said Violet, imploringly ; * there's 
plenty of room here, and we can see about him so muoh 
better.' 

' I had rather,' persisted Theodora. 

< But see, it is getting dark. The lamps are light^^d. 
.You can't go now.' 
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' I shall not lose my way,' said Theodora, taking by tho 
hand the poor boy, who seemed unwilling to leave the fire, 
and Mrs. Martindale's kind looks. 

* Now, Arthur ! you wont let her go ! ' said Violet, 
distressed. 

* What's the row ? ' said Arthur. ' Setting out on your 
travels again, Theodora ? ' 

* Only to take Charlie to Belgrave-square.' 

* I shan't come with you.' 
' I can go by myself.' 

< Nonsense. You have rattled the poor child about 
enough for one day. Stay at home like a rational woman, 
and Violet will see to him.' 

The dumb child gazed as if he read their faces, and was. 
begging to remain ; he gladly allowed Violet to take his 
hand, and she led him away, inviting Theodora to come and 

five her own directions about him to Susan, the girl from 
trogden. 

So sweet was the manner, so kind the welcome, and so 
pretty the solicitude for her comfort, that pride and pre- 
judice had much difficulty in maintaining themselves. But 
Theodora thought that she did not like blandishments, and 
she was angry at the sensation of being in the inferior situa- 
tion of Violet's guest, at a moment of its being so signally 
shown that she could not permit Arthur to enjoy himself 
without her. To get home again as fast as possible was her 
resolution, as she merely unpacked the articles for immediate 
use, and after a hasty toilet, returned to the drawing-room. 

Arthur and Violet were in earnest conversation. She 
fancied herself an interruption, and did not second their 
attempts to make it general. Violet had received a letter 
from John, and was offering it to Arthur, who only yawned. 

' Five sheets ! He writes an abominably small hand I 
Tou may tell me what it is about. Niggers and humming- 
birds and such cattle, I suppose.' 

' He has been to see the bishop. He wants a cljaplain 
to live in the house with him to teach the negroes, and have 
the church when it is built.' 

^ No chance of his coming home, then ? ' 

* No, he is so well and busy. Percy Fotheringham is to 
send out some plans for the church — and only think i he has 
told Percy to come and ask me about Mr. Fanshaw — don't 
you remember him ? ' 



252 HEARTSEASE ; 

' The curate at the chapel at Wrangerton ? ' 

' I once told John of his wish for missionary work, and 
80 Percy is to see about it, and if it will do, send him to 
Lord Martindale. Peroy called yesterday, but I could not 
see him ; indeed, I have had no time to* read my letter ; and 
oh, Theodora, I am so glad you are come, for he wants all 
manner of infant school pictures and books for the picanin- 
nies, and it is just the commission you understand.' 

The hearing of John's letter read, so far from mollifying 
Theodora, renewed the other grievance. At home, it was 
only by chance that she heard of her eldest brother's plans> 
even when matured and submitted to his father ; and she 
now found that they were discussed from the first with 
Violet, almost requiring her approval. The confidential ease 
and flow made it seem unlike John's composition, used as 
Theodora was to hear only such letters of his as would bear 
unfriendly inspection, entertaining, but like a book of travels. 
It was a fresh injury to discover that he had a style from his 
heart. 

Theodora was in a mood to search for subjects of dis- 
approval, but the cheerful rooms, and even the extemporized 
dinner, afforded her none ; the only cause of irritation she 
could find was Arthur's anxiety when the lamp light revealed 
Violet's pale exhausted looks. She had forgotten her fatigue 
as long as there was^ anything to be done, and the delight of 
the arrival had driven it away ; but it now became evident 
that Arthur was uneasy. Theodora was gloomy, and not re-, 
spending to her languid attempts at conversation, thinking 
there was affectation in her worn-out plaintive voice. 

As soon as the tedious dinner was over, Arthur insisted 
on her going at once to bed, without likening to her en- 
treaties that, as it was Theodora's first evening, she might 
lie on the sofa and hear them talk. She turned back at the 
door to tell Theodora that there was a new review on the 
table, with something in it that she would like to read, and 
then let Arthur take her up stairs. 

' Ah 1 ' thought Theodora, ' tormenting him about the 
child does not suffice — she must be ill herself ! It is even 
beyond what I expected. When she had brought him home, 
she might have let him have his evening in peace, but I sup- 
pose she is displeased at my coming, and wont let him stay 
with me. She will keep him in attendance all the evening, 
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80 I may as well see what books she has got. The West 
^-^ies ; The Crusaders — of course ! Geoffroi de ViMehard- 
uin — Percy's name in it. "Where's this review ? Some 
puflF, I suppose. Yes ; now if I was a silly young lady, how 
much I should make of Percy because he has made a good 
hit, and is a literary lion ; but he shall see the world makes 
no difference to me. I thought the book good in manuscript ; 
and all the critics in the country wont make me think a bit 
better of it or of its author. However, I'll just see what 
nonsense they talk till she chooses to release Arthur.' 

What would have been her displeasure if she had known 
that Arthur was lingering upstairs giving his wife a ludi- 
crous version of her adventure with Mr. Wingfield ? 

After a time the drawing-room door opened, but she 
did not heed it, meaning t6 be distant and indifferent; 
but a browner, harder hand than Arthur's was put down 
on the book before her, and an unexpected voice said, 
* Detected ! ' 

* Percy ! Oh, how are you ? ' she exclaimed. 

* I am very glad you are come ; I came to enquire at the 
door, and they told me that you were here. How is she, 
poor thin^ % ' 

^ She IS gone to bed ; Arthur thinks her knocked up.' . 
' It is well he is come ; I was much concerned at her 
being alone yesterday. So, little Johnnie is better ? ' 

* Like Mother Hubbard's dog.' 

* The croup is no joke,' said Percy, gravely. 

' Then you think there was really something in it ? ' 

* Why, what do you mean ? Do you think it was hum- 
bug?' 

^ Not all ; but it was such a terrific account, and alarmed 
poor Arthur so much, that it gave one rather a revulsion of 
feeling to hear her laughing.' 

' I am very glad she could laugh.' 

* Well, but don't you think, Percy, that innocently, per- 
haps, she magnified a little alarm ? ' 

^ You would not speak of little alarms if you had seen 
Harding this morning. I met him just coming away, after 
a fearful night. The child was in the utmost danger ; but 
his mother's calmness and presence of mind never failed. 
But 111 say no more, for the sound wholesome atmosphere 
of t£i8 house must cure you of your prejudices.' 
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Arthur came down dispirited ; and Percy, who had 
thought him an indifferent father, was pleased with him^ and 
set himself to cheer his spirits, seconded by Theodora, who 
was really penitent. 

She could not be at peace with herself till she had made 
some amends ; and when she had wished her brother good 
night, found her way to the nursery, where her old friend 
Sarah sat, keeping solemn watch oyer the little cot by the 
fire. One of her sepulchral whispers assured the aunt that 
he 'was doing nicely ; but the thin white little face, and 
spare hand and arm, grieved Theodora's heart, and with no 
incredulity she listened to Sarah's description of the poor 
little fellow's troubles and sweet unconscious patience, and 
that ' perfect trust in his mother that always soothed and 
quieted him. It appeared that many nights had been spent 
in broken rest, and for the last two neither mother nor 
nurse had undressed. Sarah was extremely concerned for 
her mistress, who, she said, was far from strong, and she 
feared would be made as ill as she was last year, and if so, 
nothing could save her. This made Theodora feel as if she 
had been positively cruel, and she was the i^iore bent on 
reparation. She told Sarah she must be overtired, and was 
told, as if it was a satisfactory answer, that Mrs. Martindale 
had wished her to go to bed at six this morning. However, 
her eyes looked extinguished, aqd Theodora, by the fasci- 
nating manner she often exercised with inferiors, at last 
persuaded her to lie down in her clothes, and leave her to 
keep watch. 

It was comfortable to hear the deep breathings of the 
weary servant, and to sit by that little cot, sensible of being 
for once of substantial use, and meaning that no one ever 
should know it. But she was again disconcerted ; for the 
stairs creaked, the door was softly opened, and Arthur stood 
on the threshold. The colour mantled into her face, as if 
she had been doing wrong. 

* The poor maid is worn out ; I am come for the first 
part of the night,' she said, in a would-be cold whisper. But 
bis smile and low-toned * Thank you,' were so different from 
all she had ever known from him, that she could hardly 
maintain her attempt at impassibility. 

* I thought Violet would sleep -better for the last news,' 
said he, kneeling on one knee to look at the child, his faoe 
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80 softened and thoughtfal that it was hardly like the same; 
but recovering, he gave a broad careless smile, together with 
a sigh : * Little monkey,' he said. * he gets hold of one some- 
how — I wish he may have got t^ugh it. Theodora, I hope 
you will have no alarms. Violet will take it very kind of 
you.' 

* Oh, don't tell her.' 

* Good night ; ' and he leaned' over her and kissed her 
forehead, in a grave grateful way that brought the te^rs into 
her eyes as he silently departed. 

Her vigil was full of thoughts, and not unprofitable ones 
Her best feelings were stirred up, and she could not see 
Arthur, in this new light, without tenderness untainted by 
jealousy. Percy had brought her to a sense of her injus- 
tice — this was the small end of the wedge, and the discovery 
of the real state of things was another blow.- While watch- 
ing the placid sleep of the child, it was not easy to harden 
herself against its mother; and after that first relenting 
and acknowledgment, the flood of honest warm strong feeling 
was in a way to burst the barrier of haughtiness, and carry 
her on further than she by any means anticipated. The 
baby slept quietly, and the clock had struck two before his 
first turn on the pillow wakened Sarah, though a thunder- 
clap would not have broken her slumber. She was at his 
cradle before he had opened his eyes,*and feeding and fond- 
ling hushed his weak cry before it had disturbed his mo- 
ther. Theodora went to her room on good terms with her- 
self. 

She had never allowed late hours to prevent her from 
going to the early service, and as she left her room prepared 
for it, she met Violet coming out of the nursery. Theodora 
for once did not attempt to disguise her warmth of heart, 
and eagerly asked for the little boy. 

* Quite comfortable — almost merry,' wiswered Violet, 
and taking the hand stretched out in a very different way 
from the formal tou^h with which it usually paid its morn- 
ing greeting, and raising her eyes with her gentle earnest 
look, she said, ' Dear Theodora, I am afraid you don't like 
it, but you must let me this once thank you.' 

Theodora's ftwe was such that Violet ventured to kiss 
her, then found an arm round her neck, and a warm kiss in 
return. Theodora ran down stairs, thinking it a discovery 
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that there was more beauty in those eyes than merely soft 
brown colour and long black lashes. 

It was a long time sinc^er heart had been so light. It 
was as if a cold hard weigm had been removed. That one 
softening had been an inexpressible relief, and when she 
had thrown aside the black veil that had shrouded her view, 
everything looked so bright and sweet that she could hardly 
understand it. 

The whole scene was new. She had been seldom from 
home, and only as a visitor in great houses, whither Liady 
Martindale carried formality ; and she had never known the 
charm of ease in a small family. Here it would have been 
far more hard to support her cold solitary dignity than in 
the ' high baronial pride ' of Martindale. She was pleased 
to see how well Arthur looked as master of the house, and 
both he and his wife were so much delighted to make her 
welcome now that she would allow them, that it seemed 
extraordinary that a year and three quarters had passed 
without her ever having entered their house. Violet was, 
she owned, a caressing, amiable, loveable creature, needing 
to be guarded and petted, and she laid herself open to the 
pleasure of having something to make much of and pa- 
tronise. 

After breakfast, Violet installed her in the back draw- 
ing-room, promising that she should there be entirely free 
from interruption, but she had no desire to shut herself np ; 
she was eager to see little Johnnie, and did not scruple to 
confess it. He was their chief bond of union, and if she 
was charmed with him now, when feeble and ailing, how 
much more as he recovered ? Even at his best, he was ex- 
tremely delicate, very small, thin, and fair, so that face and 
arms, as well as flaxen hair, were all as white as his frock, 
and were only enlivened by his dark eyes. He was back- 
ward in strength, but almost too forward in intelligence; 
grave and serious, seldom laughing, and often inclined to be 
fretful, altogether requiring the most anxious care, but 
exceedingly engaging and affectionate, and already showing 
patience and obedience to his mother that was most affect- 
ing. Their mutual fondness was beautiful, and Theodora 
honoured it when she saw that the tenderness was judicious, 
obviating whines, but enforciDg obedience even when it was 
pain and grief to cross the weakly child. ' 
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MoreoTor, Theodora was satisfied by. finding that she 
had diligently kept up the Sunday-school teaching of the 
little Brogden maid ; and as to^er household management, 
Theodora set herself to learn i^ and soon began to theorize 
and devise grand plans of economy, which she wanted Yio- 
let to put in practice at once, and when told they would not 
suit Arthur, complacently answered, * that would not be her 
hindrance.' 

Violet wrote to John that if he could see Theodora and 
Percy now, he would be completely satisfied as to their at- 
tachment and chances of happiness. 



CHAPTER XII. 

I saw her hold Earl Percy at the point 
With lustier maintenance than I did look ibr 
Of sach an ongrown warrior. 

KingEenrylV. 

As soon as Violet could leave her little boy without anxiety, 
the two sisters deposited Charles Layton at the Deaf and 
Dumb Asylum, with hopes that a few years training there 
would enable him to become Miss Martindale's little page, 
the grand object of his desires. 

Their next and merriest excursion was to Percy's lodg- 
ings, where he had various Greek curiosities which he wished 
to show them, and Theodora consented to come with her 
brother and sister in a simple^ straightforward way that 
Violet admired. 

His rooms were over a toy-shop in Piccadilly, in such a 
roar of sounds that the ladies exclaimed, a^d Arthur asked 
him how much he paid for noise. 

* It is worth having,' said Percy ; * it is cheerful.' 

* Do you think so ? ' exclaimed Violet. * I think car- 
riages, especially late at night, make a most dismal dreary 
sound.' 

^ They remind me of an essay of Miss Talbot's, where 
she speaks of her companions hastening home from the feast 
of empty shells,' said Theodora. 
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* Ay I those are your West-end carriages,' said Percy ; 
' I will allow them a dreary dissatisfied sound. Now mine 
are honest business-like maxket-waggons, or hearty trades- 
folk coming home in cabs fr A treating their children to the 
play. There is sense in those ! I go to sleep thinking what 
drops of various natures make up the roar of that great 
human cataract, and. wake up dreaming of the Khine falls. 

*Biiffht yolomee of vapoar through Lothbnrr glide, 
And a rlvor flows down the vale of Cheapride/ 

Eh, Mrs. Martindale?' 

Violet, who always received a quotation of Wordsworth 
as a compliment to the north, smiled and answered, ' I am 
afraid with me it would end in 

* The Btream will not flow, and the hill will not riae.* 

* Pish, Violet,' said her husband ; * how can you expect 
to feel like poets and lovers ? And halloo 1 he is coming it 
strong. Poems by A, The White Hindy and other poems ; 
Gwyneth : a tale in verse : Farewell to PausilippOy by the 
Earl of St. Erme ! Well aone, Percy ! Are you collecting 
original serenades for Theodora ? I'll never betray where 
they came from.' 

^ It is all in the way of trade,' said Percy. 

* Reviewing ? ' said Theodora. 

^ Yes ; there has been such an absurd amount of flattery 
bestowed on them, that it must provoke any reasonable 
being. It really is time to put forth a little common sense, 
since the magazines will have it that earls write better than 
other people.' 

^ Some of the verses in Lord St. Erme's last volume seem 
to me very pretty,' said Violet. 

* There, she is taking up the cudgels for her country- 
man,' said Arthur, always pleased when she put herself for- 
ward. 

* Which do you mean ? ' said Percy, turning on her in- 
credulously. 

' I like those about the Bay of Naples,' she answered. 

' You do not mean these ?'' and he read tbem in so 
good-humoured a tone that no one could be vexed, but 
marking every inconsistent simile and word tortured out of 
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its meaning, and throwing in notes and comments on the un- 
faithfulness of the description. 

' There ! it would do as well for the Bay of Naples as 
for the farm-yard at Martindale — all water and smoke.' 

Arthur and Theodora laughed, but Violet stood her 
ground, blushingly but resolutely. 

^ Anything so read would sound ill,' she said. ^ I dare 
say it IS all right about the faults, but some parts seem to 
me very pretty. This stanzU, about the fishermen's boats at 
night, like sparks upon the water, is one I like, because it is 
what John once described to mc.' 

^ You are right, Mrs. Martindale,' said Percy, reading a 
' second time the lines to which she alluded. ' They do recall 
the evening scene ; Mount Vesuvius and its brooding cloud, 
and the trails of phosphoric light upon the sea. I mark 
these for* approval. But have you anything to say for this 
address to the Mediterranean ? ' 

He did not this time mar the poem in the reading, and 
it was not needed, the compound words and twisted epithets 
were so extravagant that no one gainsayed Arthur's sentence, 
* Stilts and bladders ! ' 

' And all that abuse of the savage north is unpar- 
donable,' said Theodora. ' Sluggish torpid minds, indeed, 
frozen by skies bound in mist belts ! If he would stay at 
home and mind his own business, he would not have time to 
talk such nonsense 1 ' 

* Now,' said the still undaunted Violet, when the. tor- 
rent of unsparing jest had expended itself, ^ now it is my 
turn. Let me show you one short piece. This — To Zr.' ^ 

It was an address evidently to his orphan sister, very 
beautiful and simple ; and speaking so touchingly of their 
loneliness together and dependence on each other, that Mr. 
Fotheringham was overcome, and fairly broke down in the 
reading ; to the dismay of Violet, who had little thought his 
feelings so easily excited. 

' Think of the man going and publishing it,' said Theo- 
dora. ' If I was Lady Lucy, I should not care a rush for 
it now.' 

* That is what you get by belonging to a poet,' said Ar- 
thur. ^ He wears his heart outside.' 

' This came straight from the heart, at least,' said Percy. 
' It is good, very good. I am glad you showed it to me. 
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It would never do not to be candid. I will turn him over 
again.' 

* Well done, councillor ! ' cried Arthur/ * She has gained 
a verdict for him I ' 

* Modified the sentence, and given me some re-writing to 
do,' said Percy. * I cannot let him off; the more good there 
is in him, the more it is incumbent on some one to slash 
him. Authors are like spaniels, et cetera.' 

* Hear, hear, Theodora ! ' cried Arthur. * See there, he 
has the stick ready, I declare.' 

For in truth Arthur would hardly have been so patient 
of hearing so much poetry if it had not been for the delight 
he always took in seeing his wife's opinion sought by a clever 
man, and he was glad to turn for amusement to Percy's 
curiosities. Over the mantelpiece there was a sort of trophy 
in imitation of the title-page to Robinson Crusoe, a thick, 
hooked stick' set up saltire-wise with the green umbrella, 
and between them a yataghan, supporting a scarlet, blue- 
tasselled Greek cap. Percy took down the stick, and gave 
it into Theodora's hand, saying, ' It has been my companion 
over half Europe and Asia ; I cut it at ' 

* By the Well of St. Keyne ? ' suggested the malicious 
brother. 

* No, at the source of the Scamander,' said Percy. * It 
served us in good stead when we got into the desert of En- 
gaddi.' 

* Oh ! was that when the robbers broke into John's tent 1 ' 
exclaimed Violet. * Surely you had some better weapon ? ' 

* Not I ; the poor rogues were not worth wasting good 
powder on, and a good English drubbing was a much newer 
and more effective experiment. I was thenceforth known 
by the name of Grandfather of Clubs, and Brown always 
manoeuvred me into sleeping across the entrance of 4)he tent. 
I do believe we should have left hini entombed in the desert 
sands, if John's dressing-case had been lost 1 ' 

* What a capital likeness of John ! ' said Theodora. 
' Mamma would be quite jealous of it.' 

* It belonged to my sister,' said Percy. * He got it done 
by an Italian, who has made him rather theatrically melan- 
choly ; but it is a good picture, and like John when he 
looked more young-manuish and sentimental than he does 
now.' 
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A hiss and cluck made Yiolet start. In a dark comer, 
shrouded by the curtain, sat Pallas Athene, the owl of the 
Parthenon, winking at the light, and testifying great disap- 
proval of Arthur ; though when her master took her on his 
finger she drew herself up, and elevated her pretty little 
feathery horns with satisfaction, and did not even object to 
his holding her to a great tabby cat belonging to the land- 
lady, but which was most at home on the hearth-rug of the 
good-natured lodger.' 

* I always read my compositions to them,' said Percy. 
' Pallas acts sapient judge to admiration, and Puss never 
commits herself, applauding only her own music — like other 
critics. We reserve our hisses for others.' 

* How do you feed the owl, Percy ? ' 

* A small boy provides her with sparrows and mice for 
sixpence a dozen. I doubted whether it was cruelty to ani- 
mals, but decided that it was diverting the spirit of the 
chase to objects more legitimate than pocket-handkerchiefs.' 

* Ho ! So there you seek your proteges ! ' 

' He sought me. I seized him fishing in my pocket. I 
found he had no belongings, and that his most commodious 
lodging-house was one of the huge worn-out boilers near 
Nine Elms — ^an illustration for Watts' Hymns, Theodora.' 

* Poor little creature I ' said Violet, horrified. '* What 
wiU become of him % ' 

^ He is doing justice to the patronage of the goddess of 
wisdom," said Percy. ' He is as sharp as* a needle, and gets 
on in the world — has discarded ' conveying,' and promoted 
himself to selling lucifers.' 

* A happy family theirs will be,' said Arthur. * Cat, 
owl, and two rival pages ! ' 

So, having duly admired all, curious books, potteries, 
red and black, tiles and lachrymatories, coins, scraps of 
ancient armour, a stuffed bee-eater, and the bottled remains 
of a green lizard that had been a pet at Constantinople — and 
having been instructed in the difference between various 
Eastern modes of writing — the merry visit closed ; and as 
the two sisters went home they planned a suit of clothes for 
* the owl's provider, Theodora stipulating for all the hard and 
unusual needlework. 
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CHAPTEB XIII. 

I am ashamed that ^romen are so simple 
To offer war when they ehould kneel for peace, 
Or seek the rule, saprcmacy, and sway. 
When they are boond to serve, love, and obey. 

Taming qftks ShrMO. 

It was an early season, and Theodora had not been a fort- 
night at her brother's before numerQus arrivals necessitated 
a round of visits, to whioh she submitted without more than 
moderate grumbling. The first call was on thie Riokworth 
ladies ; but it was not a propitious moment, for other visitors 
were in the drawing-room, and among them Miss Marstone. 
Emma came to sit by Violet, and was very anxious to hear 
whether she had not become intimate with Theresa. Violet 
could not give a good account of herself in this respect; 
their hours did not suit, and they had only twice met. 

< And is she not delightful ? ' 

* She is a very superior person,' said Violet, looking 
down. * Do you know her sisters 1 I liked one of them.' 

* We shall have to call on them, but they are mere ordi- 
nary girls — no companions to Theresa. She laments it 
very much, and has had to make a line for herself. I must 
come and tell you about it some morning. It is nonsense 
to meet in this way and think of conversation.' 

Theodora had, in the mean time, Jiad the exclusive at- 
tention of Miss Marstone. ' So, Emma is constant to the 
Prae-Raffaelite,' said Theodora, as they drove £ronx the 
door. * What is all this about the Priory"? ' 

< Did Miss Marstone talk about that? ' said Violet, 
aghast. 

< She said something about a restoration. What ! is it a 
secret ? ' 

' I suppose she thought you must know it, since I did 
I was much surprised by her beginning about it to me ; for 
when Emma first mentioned it to me. Lady Elizabeth seem- 
ed vexed, and begged me never to hint at it.' 

' So, Emma wants to make restitution. Well done^ lit- 
tle Emma ! I did not think it was in her.' 

^ It has been her darling scheme for years ; but Xiady 
Elizabeth has made her promise to wait till she is five- and- 
twenty, and not to consider herself pledged.' 
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* How like Lady Elizabeth f One respects her like an 
institution ! I hope Emma may hold out, but she has a 
firebrand in her counsels. Lam glad you are not infatuated.' 

* I am sure I don't know what I think of Miss Marstone. 
I cannot like her ; yet I want to admire her— she is so good.' 

' Let her be as good as she pleases ; why should she be 
silly?' 

•* Oh ! she is very clever.' 

* When good and clever people are silly, they 'are the 
biggest simpletons of all.' 

* Then I don't think I quite know what you mean by sil- 
liness.' 

* Not turning one's sense to the best advantage, I sup- 
pose,' said Theodora. ' That Miss Marstone provokes me. 
If her principles were not right I should not care ; but when, 
she has sound views, to see her go on talking, with no re 
serve, only caring for what is out of the way, it makes one 
feel oneself turned to ridicule. How can Lady Elizabeth 
endure it ? ' 

' I don't think she likes it, but Emma is so fond of her ! ' 

' Oh ! as to Emma, her poor little imagination is dazzled. 
It is providential that she has four years to wait ! Unless, 
indeed, there is a re-action, and she marries either a broken- 
down fox-hunter or a popular preacher' 

Violet's horrified protests were cut short by the car- 
riage stopping. In returning, they called at Mrs. Finch's 
house, to inquire vi^hen the family were expected to return 
from Paris. They had arrived that morning, and Violet 
said she 'would make a short visit, and then go home and 
send the carriage back, but Theodora preferred walking 
home. 

As they were announced, Mrs. Finch -started up from a 
gilded sofa on which she had been reclining, reading a French 
brochure. Her dress was in the excess of the newest Pa- 
risian fashion, such as even to London eyes looked outre^ 
and, as well as her hair, had the disordered look of being 
just off a journey. Her face had a worn aspect, and the col- 
our looked fixed. Theodora, always either rigidly simple 
or appropriately splendid, did not like Violet to see her 
, friend in such a condition, and could almost have shrunk 
from the eager greeting. • Theodora Martindale ! This is 
delightful ! It is a real charity to look in on us to-day 1 
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Mrs. Martindale, how are yon ? Tou look better than last 
time I saw you. Let me introduce you to Mr. Finch.' 

Mr. Finch was a little dried-up man, whose ceremonious 
bow put Violet in mind of the Mayor of Wrangerton. Bend- 
ing low, he politely gave her a chair, and then subsided in- 
to oblivion ; while Miss Gardner came forward, as usual, 
the same trim, quiet, easy-mannered person, and began to 
talk to Violet, while Mrs. Finch was loudly conversing 
with Theodora. 

The apartment was much in the same style as the lady's 
dress, full of gilding and bright colour ; expensive, bat not 
producing a good effect ; especially as the sofa had been 
dragged forward to the fire, and travelling gear and newspa- 
pers lay about untidily. Altogether there was something 
unsatisfactory to the feelings of both Theodora and Violet, 
though Mrs. Finch was very affectionate in her impetuous 
way, and Miss Gardner gently kind to Violet, asking many 
questions about her little boy. 

Violet soon took leave, and Mr. Finch went down with 
her to the carriage. 

' That is a fresh complexion that does one good to see ! ' 
cried Mrs. Finch, when she was gone. I am glad to see her 
in better looks and spirits.' 

* She understand^ the art of dress,' said Miss Gardner. 
Theodora was on the point of making a sharp answer. 

It was the consequence of having once allowed her brother's 
wife to be freely canvassed, and she was glad that an open- 
ing door checked the conversation. 

There entered a tall fashionable-looking man, with a 
glossy brown moustache, and a very hairy chin, but of pre- 
possessing and gentlemanlike appearance. He leant over the 
sofa, and said a few words in a low voice to Mrs. Finch, 
who answered with nods and a display of her white teeth in 
smiles. Kaising himself, as if to go, he said^ ^ Ah ! by the 
by, who is that pretty friend of yours that I met Finch es- 
corting down stairs ? A most uncommon style of beauty — '' 

< That was Mrs. Martindale,' said Miss Gardner, rather 
in haste. 

* Arthur Martindale's village maid ? Ha ! Jane, there's 
jealousy ; I thought you told me — ' 

' Georgina ! ' exclaimed Jane, ' you should have intro- 
duced Mark to Miss Martindale.' 
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As Theodora moved her stately neck she felt as if a 
thunderbolt had fallen ; but the gentleman's manner was 
particularly pleasing. 

' It is Jane's concern,' said Mrs. Finch, laughing. * I 
leave you to infer why she checks his communications.' 

* There is nothing more awkward than You told me Bo^ ' 
said Mr. Grardner,.* sinc0 the days of ' Who is your next 
neighbour, sir ? ' I may be allowed some interest in the 
matter, for your brother is an old schoolfellow of mine.' 

* Come ! ' exclaimed Georgina, * if you stay dawdling 
here, my letter wont be written, and my vases wont come. 
Fancy, Theodora, such delicious Sevres vases, big enough to 
hold the Forty Thieves, sky blue, with* medallions of Mars 
and Venus, and Oupids playing tricks — the loveliest things 
imaginable — came from Versailles — absolutely historical.' 

' Lauzon is supposed to have been hidden in one,' said 
Mr. Gardner. 

' t vowed I would have them, and I never fail. Mark 
has been through fire and water for them.' 

* And I suppose they cost — ' said Theodora. 

' ^he keep of half a dozen starving orphans,' said Mrs. 
Finch, triumphantly. * Ay, you may look, Theodora ; but 
they are my trophies.' 

* I wish you joy of them,' said Theodora. 

' 3o you shall, when you see them ; and that she may, 
off with you, Mark, ox the post will go.' 

' My cousin is a despot,' said Mark, moving off, with a 
bow to Theodora^ Mrs. Finch following, spoke a few words, 
and then shut him into the other room. 

' Poor Mark 1 ' said Jane, in the interval. ' We have 
brought him home. He has had a little property left him, 
and means to clear off his debts, and make a fresh begin- 
ning. His poor mother is so delighted 1 ' 

^ The coast is clear,' said Mrs. Finch, returning. < Now, 
Theodora, is it true that you are going to be married ? ' 

Point blank questions did not excite Theodora's blushes ; 
and she composedly answered, ' Some time or other.' 

' There 1 I knew it could not be true,' cried Jane. 

VWhat is not true ? ' said Theodora. 

' Not that you aso going to have the eurate I ' said Mrs. 
Finch. ' Jane, Jane, that Jias brought the rouge! Oh ! I 
liope and trust it is not the curate.' 

VOL. I. — 12 
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* Ceftainly not,' said Theodora, in a grave deliberate 
voice. 

< That's a mercy I ' said Mrs. Finch. * I had not the 
slightest confidence in you. I always reckoned on your 
making some wild choice. Oh ! by the by, do tell me where 
Percy Fotheringham is to be found. I must have him at 
our first party. What a charming i)Ook that is ! * 

* Even at Paris every one is full of it already,' said 
Jane. * I feel quite jealous of you, Theodora, for knowing 
him so well, when we, his cousins, never saw him at all.' 

< Cousins in royal fashion,' said Theodora, glad that the 
blush had begun for Mr. Wingfield. * What is the exact 
connexion ? ' 

' You explain, Jane ; it is past me. I am content to 
count kindred with the royal beast.' 

* Lady Fotheringham, his uncle's wife, is sister to Mark's 
mother, my uncle's wife,' said Jane. ^ There 1 I trust that 
is lucidly done.' 

' That is all, is it ? ' said Theodora. 

* Enough for the sending of a card. Tell me where, if 
you know.' 

Theodora named the place. 

* Does he show off well ? Mark says he has claws — ^ 

' I have known him too long to tell how he appears to 
strangers,' said Theodora, as the colour mounted again. 

* Bo you see nauoh of him ? ' 

* He comes to Arthur's house.' 

* You have ventured there ? ' said Jane. * It was hard 
not to be able to come for the season otherwise.' 

' I came up to bring the dumb boy to the Asylum. I am 
staying on because I like it.' 

* Do you mean to go out with her ?' 

* When she goes, I do so too, but I am not come for the 
season. My brother's regiment is ordered to Windsor, and 
perhaps I may stay to be with her.' 

' She has more manner than last year,' said Jane : ' she 
is greatly improved in looks. Yqu will believe me, Theo- 
dora, all I said to Mark only referred to her paleness.' 

* It wont do, Jane,' said her sister ; * you only make it 
worse. I see how it is : Theodora has found out that her 
sister-in-law is a pretty little pet of a thing that does hei 
no harm, and you have got into the wrong box by flattering 
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her first disHko. Yes, jes, Theodora, we know Jane of old , 
and never could get her to see the only safe way is to tell 
one's mind straight out.' 

* I^'don't see it established that I did not tell Theodora 
my real mind,' said Jane quietly ; * I always thought Mrs. 
Martindale pretty and elegant — ' 

* Self-evident,' said Georgina ; * but if I had been among 
you, would not I have told Theodora the poor child was 
cowed by her dignities, and Mrs. Nesbit, and all the rest ? 
Oh, I would have made much of her, and brought her for- 
ward. She should have been my queen of Violets : I would 
have done it last year if that unlucky baby had not come in 
the way.' ' < . 

' And now she does not need patronage,' said Jane. 

' No ; and now Theodora has found her out for herself—r 
a better thing,' said Mrs. Finch. ' You look all the better 
for it t I never saw you look so bright or so handsome, 
Theodora ! •You are a happy girl I ' — and there was a sigh. 
Some interruption here occurring, Theodora took her leave, 
and walked home. She felt ruffled by her visit, and as she 
came in-doors, ran upstairs and knocked at her sister's dpor. 
The room looked cool and pleasant, and Violet was lying down 
in her white, frilled dressing gown, so freshly, purely, deli- 
cately neat, and with so calm and sweet a smile, that the 
contrast marked itself strongly, and Theodora thought no 
one ever looked more innocent and engaging. ' I hope you 
are not tired ? ' 

' Oh, no ; I only -thought it wiser to rest, thank you.' 

' I came to tell you that Georgina Finch wants us to go 
to a party next Tuesday week. There's nothing to prevent 
it, is there ? ' 

* I know of nothing ; but Arthur will say — ' 

* We are to bring Percy. I meant to haye told them of 
our affair ; but I did not think they deserved it just then. 
I am glad he is no real relation to that Mr. Gardner.' 

' Was it Mr. Gardner who met me going down stairs ? ' 
said Violet, with an unpleasant recollection of having being 
stared at. * Is he their brother?' 

* No, their cousin. I wonder what you think of them ? ' 
said Theodora, hastily throwing aside her bonnet and gloves, 
and seating herself. 

'Miss Gardner is very good-natured and [leasing.' 
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< Those words are made for her. Bat What of Georgina? ' 
'I hardly know her,' said Violet, hesitating. 'This is 
only the second time I have seen her ; and last year I was 
so unwell that her liveliness was too much for me.' 

* Overpowering,' said Theodora. ' So people say. It is 
time she should be steady, but she will not think ! I'm pro- 
voked with her. I did not like her looks to-day, and yet 
she has a good warm heart. She is worth a dozen Janes ! 
Don't prefer Jane to her, whatever you do, Yiolet 1 ' Then 
breaking off, she began earnestly, 'Tou see, Yiolet, those 
are my oldest friends ; I never could care for any girl but 
Georgina, and we have done such things together as I never 
can .forget. They had great disadvantages ; a set of wretch- 
ed governesses — one worse than the other, and were left en- 
tirely to their mercy. My education was no pattern, but it 
was a beauty to theirs, thanks to my father. I do believe I 
was the only person with any serious notions that Georgina 
ever came in contact with, in all her growing upt Their fa- 
ther died just as she was coming out, leaving very little pro- 
vision for them ; and they were shifted about among fine re- 
lations who only wanted to get rid of them, and gave thena 
to ilnderstand they must marry for a home.' 

* Poor girls ! What a miserable life ! ' 

' Jane knew she was no beauty, and took to the obliging 
line. She fawns, and is intimate and popular. I never liked 
her silkiness, though it creeps into one at the time. Geor* 
gina had more in her. I wish you could have seen her at 
eighteen. She was such a fine, glowing, joyous-looking girl, 
with those bright cheeks, and her eyes dancing and light 
hair waving, and exuberant spirits that no neglect or unkind- 
ness could daunt — all wild gaiety, setting humbug at d^ance, 
and so good-natured ! Oh 1 dear, it msSies one melancholy ! ' 

' And what made this change ? ' 

' She had a long,, low, nervous fever, as they called it, 
but I have never known much about it, for it was when we 
were all taken up with John's illness. She was very long in 
recovering, and 1 suppose her spirit was broken, and that 
the homelessness grew unbearable ; for whereas she had al- 
ways declared for honest independence and poverty; the 
next thing I heard gf her was, that she had accepted this 
miserable money-making old wretch i ' • 

' Perhaps she liked him.' 
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' No, indeed I She despises him, and does not hide it I 
She is true I that is the best of her. I cannot help caring 
for Georgina. Poor thing, I hate to see it I Her spirits are 
as high as ever, and with as little ballast ; and yet she looks 
so fagged. She was brought up to dissipation — and does 
not know where else to turn. She has not a creature to saj 
a word the right way ! ' 

*Not her sister?' said Violet. *She seemed serious 
and good.' 

' No one can tell what is the truth in Jane,' said Theo- 
dora ; * and her sister, who Icnows her best, is the last person 
to be influenced by her. Some one to whom she could look 
up is the only chance. Oh, how I wish she had a child ! 
Anything to Ioto would make her think. But there was 
something in the appearance of that room I cannot get over.' 

* The confusion of arriving — ' 

' No, nothing ever could have made it so with you I I 
don't know what it was, but-- — . Well, I do think nothing 
else prevented me from telling them about Percy. I meant 
it when I said I would stay after you, and they talked about 
his book, and asked if I saw much of him, and I faced it 
out, so that they never suspected it, and now I think it was 
oowar4ly. I know 1 I will go at once, and write Georgina 
a note, and tell her the truth.' 

She went, and after a little interval, Yiolet began to 
dress for a party at the house of a literary friend of Lady 
Martindale's, where they were to meet an Eastern grandee 
then visiting London. As she flnished, she bethought her- 
self that Theodora had never before had to perform a grand 
toilette without a lady's maid, and going to her room, found 
her indeed with her magnificent black tresses still spread 
over her shoulders, flushed, humiliated, almost angry at her 
' own failures in disposing of them. 

' Don't I look like an insane gipsy ? ' said she, looking 
up and tossing back the locks that hung over her face. 

* Can I do anything to help you ?' 

' Thank you, sit down, and I'll put all this black stuff 
out of the way,' said Theodora, grasping her hair with the 
action of the Tragic Muse. * I'll put it up in every-day 
fashion. I wish you would tell me what you do to yours to 
get it into those pretty plaits.' 

' I could show you in a minute ; but as it is rather late, 
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perhaps you would not dislike my trying to put it up for 
you.' 

* Thank you — ^no, pray do^'t, you will tire yourself.' 
But it was spoken with none of the old disdain, and left 

an opening for coaxing. 

'I used to be thought a good hand with my sister^s hair. 
It will be such a treat if you will only let me try/ said she, 
emboldened to stroke the raven tresses, and then take the 
comb, while Theodora yielded, well pleased. ' On condition 
you give me a lesson to-morrow. I am not to be maid-ridden 
all my life,' and it ended with ' Thank you f That is com- 
fortable ! You came in my utmost need. I am only ashamed 
of having troubled you' 

' Don't say so. I am so much obliged to you for letting 
me try. It is more like* being at home with /ou,' murmured 
Yiolet, turning away, but her voice as well as the glass be- 
trayed her tearful eyes, and Theodora's sensation was a re- 
ward for her pride having slumbered and allowed her to 
accept a service. 

Mr. Fotheringham came to dinner that he might go with. - 
them to the party. As they were drinking coffee before set- 
tmg out, Mrs. Finch's invitation was mentioned. 

* You had better leave your card for her, Percy,' said 
Theodora. He made no answer. 

* Will you dine with us first and go ? ' said Violet. 
' Thank you, I do not mean to visit them.' 

' No I ' exclaipied Theodora. * They are connexions I • 

* The more cause for avoiding them.' 
' I have promised to introduce you.' 

* I am afraid you reckoned without your host.' 

' Ha 1 ' cried Arthur, ' the lion is grown coquettish with 
fine feeding. He is not easy of leading.' 

' She is my greatest friend,' said Theodora, as if it was 
conclusive ; but Percy only answered, * I should be very 
sorry to believe so,' set down his cup, and began to read the 
paper. She was the more irritated. * Percy,' she said, * do 
you really not intend to go to this party V 

* Certainly not.' 

* Not to visit a relation of your own, and my most inti- 
mate friend, when it is my especial desire ? ' 

* You do not know what you are talking of,' he answered, 
without raising his eyes 
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' Percy ! ' exclaimed Theodora, her pride and affectioi^ so 
mortified that she forgot that Arthur was looking on with 
mischievous glee, ' have you any reason for this neglect?' 

^ Of course I have,^ said he, reading on. 

' Then let me hear it.' 

* You force it from me, Theodora,' said Percy, laying 
down the paper ; * it is because I will not enter into any 
intercourse I can avoid with persons whose conduct I disap- 
prove.' 

Violet coloured and shrank closer to her husband. Theo- 
dora's face and neck turned almost crimson, and her eyes 
sparkled, but her voice only showed unmoved disdain. ' Ee- 
member she is my friend.^ 

* You do not know her history, or you would not call 
her so.' 

* I do. What is there to be ashamed of ? ' 

^ I see, you know nothing of the prior attachment,' said 
Percy, not without anger at her pertinacity. 

' A boy and girl liking that had been long past.' 

* 0, it had, had it ! ' said Percy, ironically. * So you 
approve her marrying an old rogue and miser, who had helped 
up his hoards by extortion of wretched Indians and Span- 
iards, the very scum of Mammon, coming to the top like 
everything detestable ! ' 

' I never heard his money was ill-gotten.' 

' Those who spend don't ask whence gold comes. And 
you justify her keeping the old love, this cousin, dangling 
about' her house all the winter till she is the talk of Paris.' 

* I don't believe in gossip.' 

' Can you deny that he is in London in her train ? ' 
' He has come into some property, and means to turn 
over a new leaf.' 

' Ay, and a worse leaf than before.' 
' How can you judge of his resolutions ? ' 
Arthur laughed, saying, < I'd not bet much on Mark 
Gardner's.' 

Much to Violet's relief, the carriage was announced ; the 
gentlemen walked, and Theodora talked of indifferent mat- 
ters fast and gaily. Percy handed Mrs. Martindale out, and 
gave her his arm, leaving Theodora to her brother. 

It was a small select party, almost every one known to 
Theodora, and she was soon in eager conversation at some 
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distance from Yiolet, who was sorry for Percy, as he stood 
in silence beside her own chair, vexation apparent on his 
honest face. 

' Who is that talking to Theodora ? ' he presently asked. 

It was a small light-complexioned gentlemap, whose 
head and face, and the whole style of his dress and person, 
might have made him appear a boy of seventeen, but for a 
pale moustache and tuft on the chin. Theodora looked very 
animated, and his face was glowing with the pleasure of her 
notice. 

' I cannot tell,' said Yiolet ; ' there is Arthur, ask Lim.^ 

Percy was moving towards Arthur, when he was caught 
by the master of the house, and set to talk to the Oriental 
in his own language. Violet had never been* so impressed 
by his talents as while listening to his fluent conversation in 
the foreign tongue, making the stranger look delighted and 
amused, and giving the English audience lively interpreta- 
tions, which put them into ready communication with the 
wonder at whom they had hitherto looked in awkwardness. 
Theodora did not come near the group, nor seem to perceive 
Violet's entreating glances, and when the Eastern prince de- 
parted, Percy had also disappeared. Violet was gratified 
by the ladies around her descanting on his book and his 
Syriac, and wished Theodora could hear them. 

At that moment she found Theodora close to her, pre- 
senting IiordSt. Erme to Mrs. Arthur Martindalel After 
so much dislike to that little insignificant li^ht man for being 
the means of vexing Percy, to find him th^ poet hero, the 
feudal vision of nobility, the lord of Wrangerton I V^hat 
an adventure for her mother to hear of ! 

It was a pleasant and rather pretty face when seen near, 
with very good blue eyes, and an air of great taste and re* 
finement, and the voice was very agreeable, as he asked some 
question about the Eastern prince. Violet hardly knew what 
she answered. 

* I met him yesterday, but it was flat,' he said. * They 
had a man there who^e Syriac was only learnt from books, 
and who could not understand him. The interpreter to- 
night was far more au-fait — very clever he seemed. Who 
was he ? ' 

' Mr. Fotheringham,' said Theodora. 

' The Crusader ? Was it, indeed ? ' said Lord St. Erme 
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eagerly. * Is he here ? I wish partioalarly to make his 
acquaintanoe.' 

' I belieye he is gone,' said Violet, pitying the uncon- 
scioas yictim, and at onee amused, provoked, and embar- 
rassed. 

* You know him 1 ' 

Violet marvelled at the composure of Theodora's reply. 

* Yes, my eldest brother was his travelling companion.^ 

* Is it possible ! Your brother the * M ' of the book? ' 
exclaimed the young Earl, with enthusiastic delight and in- 
terest. ' I never guessed it I I must read it again for the 
sake of meeting him.' 

' You often do meet him there,' said Theodora, ^ as my 
sister can testify. She was helping him to revise it last 
summer at Ventnor.' 

* I envy you ! ' cried Lord St. flrme ; * to go through 
such a book with such a companion was honour indeed ! ' 

* It was delightful,' said Violet. ' . 

' Those are such delicious descriptions,' proceeded he. 

* Do you remember the scene where he describes the crusad- 
ing camp at Constantinople ! It is the perfection of lan- 
guage — ^places the whole before you — carries you into the 
spirit of the time. It is a Tasso unconscious of his powers, 
borne along by his innate poetry;' then pausing, ^surely 
you admire it. Miss Martindale ? ' 

' 0, yes,' said Theodora, tmnoyed at feeling a blush 
arising. 

The Earl seemed sensible of a check, and changed his 
tone to a sober and rather timid one, as he inquired after 
Mr.* Martindale. The reply was left to Violet. 

' He has never been so well in his life. He is extremely 
busy, and much enjoys the beauty of the place.' 

* I suppose it is very pretty,' said Lord St. Erme. 

* Nothing can be more lovely than the colour of the sea, 
and the wonderful foliage, and the clearness. He says all 
lovers of fine scenery ought to come there.' 

* Scenery can hardly charm unless it has a past,' lie re- 
plied. 

' I controvert that,' said Theodora. 

With much diffidence he replied : * I speak only of my 
own feeling. To me, a fine landscape without a^ociations 
has no soul. It is like an unintellectual beauty.' 
VOL. I.— 12* 
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' There are assoeiations in the West Indies,' said Theo 
dora. 

' Not the most agreeable,' said Lord St. Erme. 

* There is the thought of Columbus,' said Violet ; * his 
whole character, and his delight as each island surpassed the 
kst.' 

* Now, I have a fellow-feeling for the buccaneers,' said 
Theodora. ' Bertram Bisingham was always a hero of mine. 
I believe it is an ancestral respect Probably we are their 
descendants.' 

Violet wondered if she said so to frighten him. 

' Rokeby has given a glory to buccaneering,' he replied. 
* It is the office of poetry to gild nature by breathing a soul 
into her. It is what the Americans are trying to do .for 
their new world, still turning to England as their Greece.' 

' I meant no past associations,' said Theodora, bluntly. 
'John carries his own with him.' 

^ Yes ; all may bear the colour of the imagination within.' 

' And of the purpose,' said Theodora. ^ It is work in 
earnest, no matter where, that gives outward things their in- 
terest. Dreaming will never do it. Working 'wilL' 

Their conversation here closed ; but Theodora said, as 
they went home : * What did you think of him, Violet ? ' 

' He looks younger than I expected.' 

' He would be good for something, if he could be made to 
work. I long to give him a pickaxe, and set him upon the 
roads. Then he would see the beauty of them ! I hate to 
hear him maunder on about imagination, while he leaves his 
tenantry to take their chance. He knows what eyes Percy 
and John see things with ! ' 

* I am glad to have seen him,' said Violet, re-assured. 
^ He desired to be introduced to you.' 

* I wonder — do you think — do you suppose he remem- 
bers— ?' 

* I don't suppose he thinks anything about it,' sidd The- 
odora shortly. 
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CHAETEK XIV. 

I am not jet of Earl Percy's mind. 

JCinff Benry IV. 

'Violet,' said Theodora, the next morniDg; 'I want to 
know if Percy said more to Arthur than to us ? ' 

She spoke with deepening colour, and Violet's glowed 
still more, as she answered: 'Arthur asked him, and he 
said he would not begin an acquaintance, but that there was 
no occasion to break off the ordinary civilities of society. 
He accused her of no more than levity. Yes, those were 
Arthur's words.' 

' I am going to get to the bottom of it,' said Theodora ; 
* and give Georgina a thorough lecture.' 

She departed ; and Violet sat down to her letters, with 
little Johnnie crawling at her feet ; but in a few minutes she 
was interrupted by the entrance of Mr. Fotheringham, ask- 
ing for Theodora. 

' She is gone out. She could not rest witiiout an expla- 
nation from Mrs. Finch'.' 

* A proper farrago she will hear,' said Percy. * I found 
I could settle to nothing, so I thought it best to come and 
have it out' 

* I hope she will soon come in.' 

* Don't let me interrupt you. Go on with your letters. 
Ha I little master ! ' 

In his present temper, play with the baby was the most 
congenial occupation, and he made the little fellow very 
happy till he was carried off for his midday sleep. Then he 
tried to read, but seemed so uneasy, that Violet wondered 
if it would be intermeddling to hint at Theodora's real 
views. At last, as if he could bear it no longer, he ab- 
ruptly said, 'Mrs. Martindale, do you know anything of 
these people ? ^ 

* Very little/ ihe answered, * Theodora was telling me 
about them yesterda^i^fore you came. I believe she only 
likes them fm old aJlpKintaeee sake.' 

' la it true that m^ used to go out with them kst 
year ? ' 

' I believe thatvfllt did Bometimes.' 
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' At least, I hope, that will not happen again.' 

' No, I should not think it would. I am sure Theodora 
does not entirely approve of Mrs. Finch.\ 

' She defended her through thick and thin.' 

< Tou shocked her with the suddenness of what you said. 
She cannot forget the having been happy together as chil- 
dren ; but she thinks as you do, and disliked the marriage 
very much. Before you came, she had been lamenting over 
Mrs. Finch.' 

' Then it was pure perverseness I ' 

' If I said so, I wonder what you would answer/ said 
Violet, with a bright, arch look. 

' I should hear reason,' said Percy, roughly, as if %o repel 
the sweetness ; yet it had a mollifying effect, and he pre- 
sently spoke with less irritation and more regret. 

* She suspects no evil, and cannot understand any impn- 
tation on her friend. She fancies I speak from report, but 
I have known this fellow, Mark, all my life. His mother is 
a sister of my aunt Fotheringham. They wanted me to hunt 
up an appointment to get him out of the young lady's way.' 

* Before her marriage ? ' 

' Ay. When I was last in England, there was a gfeat 
to-do at the discovery of an engagement between this youth 
and Miss Georgina. I suppose, considering her bringing 
up, she was not much to be blamed. I remember my aunt 
thought the poor girl harshly dealt with.' 

' 0, that must have been the cause of the nervous fever 
Theodora mentioned. She said she knew no particulars.' 

' She has not been openly dealt with,' said Percy. ' The j 
do not dare to let her see their doings.' 

'So the poor thing was tormented into this marriage ? ' 

* No torment needed. The elder sister did try to warn 
her that it could not turn out well I should think the old 
rogue had found his punishment for his extortions. Fine 
stories I could teU you of him in South America. Now, am 
I not justified in keeping clear of them? Let Theodora 
say what she will, it does not make it right for me to put my- 
self in the way of those great e^^traTagant dinners and 
parties of theirs, where they want ma for notbing but b 
show-off.' 

' I am sure Theodora will think witli you, when she ia 
oooler, and not taken by surprise.' 
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The clock struck. 
' There I have an appointment I ' 

' I wish you could wait for luncheon. She must come 
then.' 

* What are you going to do this evening ? ' 

* I am sorry to say that we dine out ; but to-morrow is 
Sunday, and you will be sure to find us at home.' ^ 

He went, and one o'clock came, but no Theodora. 
Yioiet had waited ten minutes for luncheon before she re- 
turned. 

' I did not know how late it was,' said she. ' I wish you 
had begun without me. 

Then, throwing her bonnet into a chair, and cutting some 
cake, she proceeded : ^ Such hours as they keep ! No one 
but Jane was up when I came, so 1. went to her room, and 
told her I would hear the rights of it.' 

* Were you satisfied ? ' 

' Georgina has been foolish and unguarded, and the world 
is yery illnatured. - I hate it altogether, from beginning to 
end,' said Theodora, with an impatient gesture. ' Most de- 
cidedly,' she added, ' Georgina never ought to.have married. 
I forced it from Jane that she had nearer cared for any one 
but this Mark. The discovery of his extravagance and mis- 
conduct was the real overthrow of my poor Georgina. It 
was that which brought on her illness ; the family were very 
unkind : and at last weakness and persecution broke down 
her spirit, and she was ready to do anything to escape.' 

* Poor thing I poor thing I ' 

' She had nothing to fall back upon. 0, if I had but 
been there I If I had but known it at the time 1 ' 

* Well, and now ? ' said Violet, anxiously. 

* The having Mr. Gardner there now ? Beally, I don't 
.^ink she deserves all this abuse. The otiber matter is en- 
tirely passed away. Mr. Finch likes him, and they under- 
stand each other fully. Coming to them detaches him from 
his former habits, and gives him the best chance. His 
mother is so relieved to^ know he is with them. If Jane saw 
anything in the least amiss, she says she would be ih& firs^ 
to take alarm ; and I do trust her for that, for the sake o^ 
appearances.' 

' I suppose it is a questio9 of appeaoranoes,' said Vxc*W 
with ike d^dent blushes of her eighteen years. 
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' Is she to throw away the hope of resooing her oonsm, 
to save herself from spiteful tongues ? ' cried Theodora. 
' Not that I suppose Lady Fotheringham means to be spite- 
ful, but Percy hears it all from her, and we know very well 
that good ladies in the country have a tendency to think 
every one good for nothing that lives in London or Paris, 
especially their relations. That is all nonsense! If Percy 
goes by gossip, I don't. I go by my own'observation, and I 
see there is nothing at which to take exception. I watched 
her and Mr. Gardner together, and I do declare there was 
nothing but ease and &ankness. I am sure he was more 
inclined to pay that sort of attention to me. He really is 
very entertaining. I must tell* you some of his stories.' 

* Percy has been here,' said Violet. 
*HMhe?' 

' He waited till twelve, and then was obliged to go.' 
Theodora kept silence fbr some minutes, then said : * If 
he thinks to mvke me give my friends up, he is much mis- 
taken ! You know I had written to Greorgina last night. 
Well, she thought I had come to be congratulated ; and if 
you had but seen the greeting— the whole manner — ^when she 
met me I Oh 1 you would know how impossible it is not to 
feel for her, with all one's heart I ' 

* Yes, yes. I suppose you could not say anything about 
this to her. No, of course not.' 

' Not of course at all, if I coul^ have had her alone, but 
Jane was there all the time. It was a pleasure to see the 
contrast between her manner and Jane's. There was soul 
in her, real hopes I should be happy, while Jane seemed only 
to thiuk it tolerable, because I might end in being an am- 
bassadress. I will see her again before the party, and draw 
my own conclusions.' 

' Does she know that Percy will not go ? ' 

' I know no such thing.' 

She was too proud to ask what had passed in Violet^s 
interview -with him, and indeed was ready to take fire at the 
idea of their a£fairs having been discussed with her. 

She strove to believe herself the offended party, but her 
conscience was not easily appeased, though she tried to set it 
at rest by affectionate care of Violet, and was much gratified 
by Arthur's stopping her af^er Violet had gone upstairs at 
night, to beg ) er to stay, while he was at Windsor with his 
regiment. 
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' Thank you, for maMng me of use,' she said. 

' I shall xiome backwards and forwards continually,' said 
Arthur, * but she must not be alone ; I shall be very glad if 
you can stay, or t shall be driven to have one of the Mosses 
here.' 

' Oh, no, no I I. shall 1)e most happy to stay. I will 
take every care of her.' 

* Thank you, Theodora ; good night. You have got to 
know her better now,' he continued, lingering as on that first 
night to gain some word of commendation of her. 

' Much better,' said Theodora, cordially. ' One cannot 
help growing fond of her — so gentle and engaging.' 

She was pleased with his satisfaction; and while she 
owned Violet's sincerity and sweetness, considered her one 
of those soft dependent beings formed to call forth tender- 
ness from strong and superior spirits, and gloried in being 
necessary to her; it almost restored her balance of com- 
placency. 

On Sunday afternoon Violet stayed at home with little 
Johnnie, and the vacant place in the seat at church was 
filled by Mr. Fotheringham. Many thoughts floated through 
Theodora's mind; but whether the better or the worse 
would gain the advantage seemed rather to depend on chance 
than on herself Perhaps she was not yet conscious what 
were her besetting sins, and thus the conflict was merely a 
struggle between her feelings for her friend and for her 
lover. 

Arthur walked home with an acquaintance ; but Theo* 
dora turned from Percy,, and threw herself into eager con 
versation with Lady Elizabeth. 

On entering the house, as Violet was not in the drawing- 
room, Theodora was going upstairs, when Percy said in a 
tone of authority, * How long do you intend to go on in this 
way?' 

* In what way ? ' 

^ Do you wish to keep all our disputes as a spectacle for 
Arthur's edification ? ' 

Colouring with shame and displeasure, she sat down with 
a sort of ' I am ready ' air, and took off her walking things, 
laying them down deliberately, and waiting in complete 
silence. Did she wish to embarrass him, or did she await 
his first word to decide what line she should take ? 
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^ Theodora/ he said at length, ' when I spoke last night 
I did not know how early your aoquaintance with this lady 
had began, or I should have shown more regard to the feeling 
that arises between old companioBS. I am afraid I gave you 
Some unnecessary pain.' 

This was unexpected ; and she could not at once harden 
herself in displeasure, so that thoi:^h she spoke not, hei 
countenance was relenting. 

' Did Mrs. Martinddfe mention what I told her yester- 
day?' 

^ No ; she only said you had been he)re. I was gone to 
satisfy my mind.' 

* And did your 

* I should never have defended Ocorgina's marriage if I 
had known the whole ] but the rest of what you have heard 
is slander.' 

* That is what I came to explain ; ' and Percy repeated 
the history he had before given to Violet, adding a warning 
of the same kind as John's against placing Arthur in Mr. 
Gardner's way. 

' The point is,' said Theodora, ' what construction is to 
be placed on the present state of things ? You and Lady 
Fotheringham, who have not see them, take one view ; I, who 
do see them, and who know Georgina intimately, take another, 
in which I agree with her husband and with the elder sister, 
who Uves with her.' 

' Intimately 1 When you had no idea of this first 
affair ! ' 

' Such follies are not to be published.' 

* You vnll defend them I ' cried Percy, impatiently. 

* Am I to sit quiet when I hear injustice done to my 
oldest friend?' 

' I wish that unhappy friendship had never begun 1 ' 

A silence broken by her coolly saying, * Well, what is to 
come of all this ? ' 

Percy walked about the room and said, ' What do you 
mean ? ' 

With a provoking air of meekness she said, ' I only want 
to know what you expect of me ? ' 

Excessively annoyed, he sharply answered, ' To be a rea- 
sonable woman.' 

' Well ? ' said Theodora^ with the same submissive voice. 
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' He had reooyered himself, and with no further show of 
temper, he sat down by her, saying, * This is folly. We had 
better say what we mean. You feel strongly with regard to 
your old playfellow ; I cannot think well of her ; but while 
this is matter of opinion, it is childish to dispute. Time ' 
will show which is the correct view — I shall he glad if it is 
yours. The elder sister is a steady amiable person, whom 
my aunt likes, and that is in their favour. I do not wish 
you to break with an old friend while we know of no positive 
charge against her, though I should think there could be 
little to attract you. For me it is another matter, and I 
will not.' 

* You will not adopt my friends ?' 

< I will not be talked into it.' 

^ I do not understand your principle,' said Theodora, 
but without asperity. * Why do you decline an acquaintance 
to which you do not object for me ? ' 

' The beginning has been made in your case, and I know 
it is old affection, not present approval. You can't be hurt 
by one like her. But for my part, knowing what I do of 
them, I will enter on no acquaintance : it is a line of which 
I have resolved to keep clear. She would think herself 
patronizing a literary man.'. 

' Oh, you could not submit to that I '^ cried Theodora — 
* never I Stay away, I beg of you.' 

' It is for no such nonsense,' said Percy. ' But think- 
ing of them as I do, I cannot receive from them the favours 
which rich folks consider invitations to poor ones. My con- 
nexion with them makes it all the more undesirable. I totally 
disapprove their style of conduct, and will not se^m to sanc- 
tion it by beginning an acquaintance, or appearing at their 
grand dinners and parties. If I had known them before, 
the case might be different.' 

' I will Btj no moroi You are quite right,' said Theo- 
dora, well able to appreciate the manliness of his inde- 
pendence. 

She thought over several times the way of communicat- 
ing to Mrs. Finch Percy's rejection of her invitation, and 
made some attempts at seeing her, but without success, until 
the night of the party. Violet had an undefined dread of it, 
and was especially glad that her husband was able to go with 
tiiem. It was one of the occasions when he waa most solici- 
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touB about her appearance ; and he waa well pleased, for she 
was in very good looks, and prettily dressed with some Irish 
lace, that to Theodora's amusement she had taken off Miss 
Marstone's hands ; and with his beautiful wife and distin- 
guished looking sister, he had his wish of displaying woman 
as she should be. 

The room was full, but Violet saw few acquidntance ; 
as Mrs. Finch, with much display of streamer, flounce, 
jewellery, and shoulders, came to meet them with vehement 
welcome, and quite oppressed Yiolet with her attentioii in 
finding a seat for her on the sofa. 

With a nod and look of gay displeasure at Theodora, she 
said, ' So you have brought me no Crusader, you naughty 
girl ! Where's your Red Cross Knight ?' 

' He would not come,' said Theodora, gravely. 

' You dare own it ! Where's your power ? Ah ! you 
will say it was idleness.' 

' I will tell you another time,' said Theodora, blushing 
inconveniently, and Yiolet, as she felt her cheeks responding, 
fancied Mrs. Finch must know why. 

* You wont confess I No, you never tried. If you had 
once set your mind on it, you would have accomplished it. 
I always cite Theodora Martindale as the person who cannot 
be resisted.' 

' You see your mistake,' returned Theodora. 

A gentleman here greeted her, then claimed Mrs. Finch's 
attention, and, evidently by his desire, she turned to Violet, 
and presented him as her cousin, Dfr. Gardner, an old friend 
of Captain Martindale. 

Violet acknowledged the courtesy, but it was in confusion 
and distress. 

' I am delighted to make your acquaintance/ was his 
address. ' Is Captain Martindale here ? I have not seen 
him for years.' 

' He is in the room,' said Violet, looking round for him, 
hoping either that he would come, or that Mr. Gardner would 
go in search of him ; but the conversation continued, though 
she answered without knowing what she said, till at last he 
moved away to communicate to Mrs. Finch that Arthur 
Martindale's pretty wife had nothing but fine eyes and com- 
plexion. 

Theodora was' satisfied to see a very slight recognition 
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pass between Mr. Gardner and her brother, who was intent 
on conducting to Violet an officer newly returned from the 
West Indies, where he had met John. After a pleasant 
conversation, the two gentlemen moved away, and presently 
the place next to her was taken by Miss Gardner, with civil 
inquiries for her little boy. 

' We are so vexed at not seeing Mr. Fotheringham ! 
Georgina is furious. We reckoned on him as the lion of the 
night.' 

Violet had no answer to make, and Jane continued. ' I 
have taken Theodora to task. Fame makes men capricious, 
and he is very odd ; but I tell her she ought to have more 
influence, and I seriously think so. Do you not? ' 

' I believe he convinced her,' said Violet, wishing the 
next moment to recall her words. 

^ Indeed ! I am curious.' 

* I believe he thinks it better — ^fashionable life—* fal- 
tered Violet. 

' He might have made an exception in favour of such 
near connexions ! Why I we shall be related ourselves, Mrs. 
Martindale. How charmed I shall be.' 

Violet turned a bracelet on her arm, and could make no 
response. 

* It is strange enough that we have never met Percival 
Fotheringhana,' said Miss Gardner. * He is an eccentric 
being, I hear, but our dear Theodora has a spice of eccen- 
tricity herself. I hope it will be for the best.' 

' He is an admirable person,' said Violet. 

* I rejoice to hear it. I had some doubts. The dear 
girl is so generous, of such peculiar decision, so likely to be 
dazzled by talent, and so warmly attached to her eldest 
brother, that I almost feared it might not have been well 
weighed ? But you are satisfied ? ' 

* O, yes, entirely so.' 

' I am relieved to hear it. In confidence I may tell you^ 
it is said in our own family y that there is a rough over- 
bearing temper about him. I could not bear to think of 
dear Theodora's high spirit .being subjected to anything of 
that kind.' 

^ He is abrupt,' said Violet, eagerly ; * but I assure you 
the better he is known, the more he is liked. My littla boy 
is so fond of him.' 
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' I am glad. No doubt you have every means of jndg 
ing, but I own I was surprised at such ready consent. Yoi^ 
were behind the scenes, no doubt, and can tell how that de- 
termined spirit carried the day.' 

' Lord Martindale gave his consent most readily and 
gladly,' said Violet ; but Jane was only the more convinced 
that Mrs. Martindale was as ignorant as ever of family secrets. 

' It was best to do so with a good grace ; but I did thiok 
our dear Theodora might have looked higher ! Poor Lord 
St. Erme! He would have been a more eligible choice. 
The £iimily must have been much disappointed, for sbe 
might have had him at her feet, any day last summer.' 

' I do not think he would have suited her.' 

' Well 1 perhaps not, but an easy gentle temper might. 
However, it cannot be helped ! Only the long engagement 
is unfortunate-— very trying to both parties. I have seen so 
few turn out well! Poor Pelham Fotheringham ! It is a 
pity he should stand between them and the baronetcy.' 

* Is he Sir Antony's son ? ' 

' Yes ; it is a sad a&ir. A fine tall youth, quite imbe- 
cile. He is his poor mother's darling, but no more fit to 
take care of himself than a child of five years old. A most 
melancholy thing \ Old Sir Antony ought to set him aside. 
and let Percival enjoy the estate. Indeed, I should think 
it very probable he will do so — it would be gi:eatly for the 
happiness of all parties.' 

^ I think it would/ said Violet. 

' Percival can do anything with the old people, and they 
will be so delighted with the Martindale connexion ! Per- 
haps it is an understood thing. Do you know whether it 
isV' 

' I should not think so. I never heard anything of it?' 

' Hai Theodora ever been introduced to the uncle and 
aimt? 

* Never.* 

Oood old folks, exceedingly primitive. Very kind, too, 
and a fine old-fashioned place ; but, oh, so dull ! All their 
ideas are of the seventeenth century. It will be a severe 
ordeal for poor Theodora, but if Lady Fotheringham, good 
old soul, is pleased i?^ith her, I shall expect grand conse- 
quences.' 

Violet was glad that Miss Gardner was asked to danca 
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Presently Arthur returned to her side. * Tired, Violet ? ' 
he asked. < Slow work, is not it 1 They have a queer lot 
here. Scarcely a soul one ever saw before.' 

^ I was thinking so. Are there not a great many foreign* 
ers ? I saw some immense moustaches.' 

^ Ay. Percy would think himself back in Blue Beard's 
country. There is the King of the Clothes Brushes himself 
polkmg with Mrs. Finch. Can't you see ? ' 

* No ! I wish I could.' 

'An economical fellow 1 Every man his own clothes 
brushy-two expenses saved at once, to say nothing of soap, 
an article that mayhap he does no^ deal in.' 

' ' Oh ! hush 1 you will make me la^gh too much. Where's 
Theodora?' 

' Dancing with Gardner. He seems inclined to make up 
to her, unless it is a blind.' 

' He said he used to know you at school.' 

'Yes, scamp that he is. I had rather he had never 
turned up again 1 He is not worth Theodora's quarrelling 
about I hear she is chattering away like fun. Have you 
had any one to speak to ? ' 

' Miss Gardner came to me. She seemed to think Sir 
Antony might settle his property on Percy instead of on his 
son. Do you think there is any chance of it ? ' 

' I wish he would. He could not do a wiser thing. But 
of course it is entailed — there's always a provision of nature 
for starving the younger branches. What does she say to 
Percy's absence ? ' 

'I fancy she guesses the reason, but I« don't know.' 

' He is a lucky fellow, I know 1 ' said Arthur, ' to be safe 
in his bed at home I This evening is a bore, and I wish the 
whole set were farther ofif, instead of deluding .Theodora 1 
I'll get her away when this dance is over.' 

' Ha I ' cried Mrs. Finch, suddenly stopping in front of 
them, and disengaging herself from her partner, as she 
breathlessly threw herself down beside Violet. ' So, there's 
Captain Martindale .after all 1 How exemplary 1 And my 
poor Mrs. Martindale, that I told Jane and Mark to take 
such care 'of, left deserted to her husband's mercy 1 ' 

' Suppose she wished for nothing better,' said Arthur, 
good-humouredly. 

'I can't allow such things 1 Such a monopoly of our 
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Guardsmen after two years' marriage is beyond bearing 1 
What would they say to you in France ? ' 

' We don't follow French fashions,' said Arthur, his gay 
tone making his earnest like jest. ' I am going to take my 
ladies home. I shall see for the carriage, Violet' 

* Mrs. Martindale will learn my maxim — Never bring a 
husband to an evening party. There is nothing so much in 
the way.' 

' Or that would be so glad to be let off,' said Arthur, go- 
ing. 

^ You don't mean to take them away I That is the cli- 
max of all your crimes 1 Quite unallowable.' 

' Many things unallowable are done,' said Arthur, ' and 
I don't allow her to be over-tired.' 

* Barbare,^ began Mrs. Finch, but with a bow, as if it 
was a compliment, he was gone in search of the carriage. 
She sat for a moment silent, then said, ^ Well I I must for- 
give him. I never thought to see him so careful of any 
thing 1 How happy Theodora seems in your fne?tage. 
Quite a different creature ; but perhaps that is from another 
cause ? ' 

Violet made a little attempt at a laugh. 

< I am glad of it,' said Mrs. Finch, heartily. ^ It is a 
horrid stiff place for her at home, is it not ? And I am de- 
lighted she should escape from it. How she got consent, I 
can't imagine ; and Theodora has notions of her own, and 
would do nothing without.' 

' Lord Martindale has a very high opinion of Mr. Fother 
ingham.' 

' I am not surprised. I read that book— a wonder for 
me, and was perfectly ^rise. But I did not think a genius 
with empty pockets would have gone down at Martindale; 
and he is a bit of a bear, too, they say, though perhaps 
Theodora likes him the better for that.' 

' Perhaps she does.' 

' I hope he is worthy of her. He is the great pride of 
the old folks at Worthbourne. One heard of Percy's per- 
fections there morning, noon, and night, till I could have 
hated the^sound of his name. Very generous of me to ask 
him here to night, is it not ? Wt I wish he would have come. 
I want to judee of him myself. I could not bear all not to 
be perfect wiw Theodora^ ' 



Or, thb brother's s wu'b. 287 

There was little occasion for Violet ta speak, Mrs. Finch 
always kept the whole couyersation to herself; but she 
could not but perceiye that though the exaggeration and 
recklessness of style were unpleasing, yet it really was 
frank and genuine, and Theodora's declaration that Georgina 
was far preferable to Jane was less incomprehensible. 

The evening was over, much to her relief; but there re- 
mained Theodora's bold undertaking to tell Mrs. Finch of 
Percy's refusal to visit her. Any one else would have let 
the subject drop, but Theodora thought this would be shabby 
and cowardly, and was resolved not to shrink from warning 
her friend. 

She found Georgina looking over some cards of invita- 
tion, with an air of great dissatisfaction, and almost the first 
words that greeted her were, * Have you a card for Lady 
Albury's party ? ' 

^ Yes, I heard Violet ask Arthur if he should be at home 
for it.' 

* Very strange I We left our cards, I know, yet they 
never asked us to their party this week, and now seeih to 
have missed us again. I wished particularly to go, for one 
is sure to meet all that is worth seeing, your knight among 
the rest. They are prim, straitlaced, exclusive people 
themselves ; but it is a house worth going to.' 

^ I did not remember that you knew them.' 

^ Oh ! yes, we did ; we used to be there pretty often 
when we lived with my uncle Edward ; and it is not that 
they do not think my poor old man good enough for them, 
for we wedt to their parties last year. So, Mrs. Martindale 
has a card, you say ! ' 

Theodora's colour rose as she said, ' Georgina, I am go- 
ing to say what no one else will tell you. It is not your 
marriage, but you must take care — ' 

The crimson of Mrs. Finch's cheeks, and the precipita- 
tion with which she started to her feet, would haCve discon- 
certed most persons ; but Theodora, though she cast down 
her eyes, spoke the more steadily ; * You must be more 
guarded and reserved in manner if you wish to avoid unkind 
remarks.' 

' What 1 what 7 what 1 ' cried Georgina, passionately, 
' what can the most ill-natured, the most censorious, accuse 
me of?' 
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' It is not merely ike ill-naiored/ said Theodora. * I 
know very well that you mean no harm, bat you certainlj 
have an air of trying to attract attention.' 

' Well, and who does not ? Some do so more demurely 
and hypocritically than others ; but what else does any one 
go into company for ? Do you expect us all to act the 
happy couple, like Captain and Mrs. Martindale the other 
night ? You should have brought your own Percy to set 
us the example 1 ' said she, ending with a most unpleasant 
laugh. 

' Georgina, you must not expect to see Percy. He has 
rigid notions ; he always avoids people \rho seek much after 
fashion and amusement, and, (I must say it,) he will not 
begin an acquaintance while you go on in this wild way.' 

< So P exclaimed Georgina. ' It is a new thing for the 
gentleman to be particular and fastidious ! I wonder what 
harm he thinks I should do him 1 But I see how it is ! 
He means to take you away, turn you against me, the only 
creature in this world that ever oared for me. Are not 
you come to tell me he forbids you ever to come near 
me ? ' V 

' No, no ! He does not, and if he did, would I listen ? ' 

' No, don't, don't displease him on my account ! ' cried 
Mrs. Finch. *• Go and be happy with him, I am not worth 
caring for, or vexing yourself about ! ' 

The tears stood on her burning cheeks, and Theodora 
eagerly replied, ' Have no fancies about me. Nothing ahall 
ever make me give up my oldest friend. You ought to 
know me better than to think I would.' 

' You are so unlike those I live with ! ' said Georgina, 
sadly, as an excuse for the distrust. ^ Oh ! you don't know 
what I have gone through^ or you would pity me. You are 
the only thing that has not failed me. There is Jane, with 
her smooth tongue, and universal obligingness, she is the 
most selfish creature in existence. Her heart would go into 
a nutshell I One grain of sympathy, and J. would never 
have married 1 It was all her doing 1 She wanted luxu- 
ries 1 O Theodora, if I had but been near you I ' 

< Hush 1 Georgina, this is no talk for a wife,' siud Theo- 
dora, severely. 

' I thought you pitied me 1 ' 
. 'I do, indeed 1 do,* but I cannot let you talk in that 
way.' 



OR, THS BROTHER'S WIFE. 289 

* I never do so. No one else would care to hear me.' 

* Now listen to me, Georgina. You say you rely on me, 
88 you do on no one else. - Will you hear me tell you the 
only Way to be happy yourself — ' 

' Thafis past,' she murmured. 

' Or to stand well in the opinion of others ? I am put- 
ting it on low grounds.' 

' I know what you are going to say — Go and live in the 
country, and set up a charity-school.' 

' I say no such thing. I only ask you to be cautious in 
your manners, to make Mr. Finch of more importance, and 
not to let yourself be followed by your cousin — ' 

Again Georgina burst into her * thorn crackling ' laugh. 
' Poor Mark I I thought that was coming 1 People toill 
treat him as if he wa^ a dragon 1 ' 

* I know you mean no harm,' repeated Theodora; * but 
it cannot be right to allow any occasion for observations.' 

* Now, Theodora, hear me. I dare say Jane has been 
telling you some of her plausible stories, which do more 
harm than good, because no one knows which part to be- 
lieve. There was some nonsense between Mark and me 
when we were young and happy ! I confess that. Perhaps 
I thought he meant more than he did, and dwelt upon it as 
silly girls do, especially when they have nothing else to care 
for. Then came the discovery of all his debts and scrapes, 
poor fellow, and — I wont deny it — it half killed me, mor^e 
especially when I found he had been attached to some low 
girl, and avowed that he had never seriously thought of me, 
— ^he believed I understood it as all sport. I was vory ill. 
I wish I had died ! There was no more to be done but to 
hate him ! My uncle and aunt Edward were horridly sav- 
age, chiefly because I hindered them from going to Italy ; 
and Mrs. George Gardner thought I had been deluding 
Mark I Then Lady Fotheringham asked us, and-»^it was 
dull enough to be sure, and poor Pelham was always in the* 
"way — but they were kind comfortable folks. Lady Fother- 
ingham is a dear old dame, and I was in dull spirits just 
then, and rather liked to poke about with her, and get her 
to tell me about your brother and his Helen,— r' 

' Whv 1 Jane said you were dying of low spirits I ' 
'Well, so I was. I hated it excessively sometimes. 
tTane is not entirely false in that. The evening3 were I^q^- 
VOL. I. — 13 
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rid, and Sundays beyond everything unbearable. I coiifess 
I was delighted to get away to Bath ; but there — if Jane 
would but have helped me, I would, indeed I would, liave 
been thankful to have gone back to Worthbourne, even if I 
had to play at draughts with Pelham for the rest of my days. 
But Jane was resolved, and all my strength and spirit 
had been crushed out of me. She would not even let me 
write to you nor to Lady Fotheringham till it was toQ late.' 

* Well ! that is all past,' said Theodora, whose face had 
shown more sympathy than she thouglit it right to express in 
word& ' The point is, what is right now ? ' 

* And you see it is folly to say there .is any harm or dan- 
ger in my seeing Mark. He never had any attachment to 
me seven years ago, nor any other time, and whatever I felt 
for him had a thorough cure. I am not ashamed to 
say I am glad he should be here to give him a chance of 
marrying a fortune. That is the whole story. Are you 
satisfied ? ' 

* Satisfied^ on what I never doubted, your own intentions, 
but no further. You ought to abstain from >all appearance 
of evil.' 

* I am not going to give my cousin up to please Lady Al- 
bury 1 No, nor all the Fotheringhams put together 1 You 
used to 9ay y6u did not care for gossip ! ' 

* No more I do, but I care for a proper appearance.' 

* Very well. — Hush ! — here he comes.' 

He was Mr. Gardner, and whether it was that Mrs. Finch 
was more guarded, or that her pleading influenced Theodora's 
judgment, nothing passed that could excite a suspicion that 
anything remained of the former feeling between the cousins. 
It was in truth exactly as Mrs. Eiucn said ; for whatever 
were her faults, she was perfectly frank and sincere, clinging 
to truth, perhaps out of opposition to her sister. Mark was 
not a man capable of any genuine or strong affection ; ar.d 
■as Theodora rightly perceived, the harm of Georgina's ways 
was not so muoh what regarded him, as in the love of dissi- 
pation, the unguarded forward manner with all gentlemeu 
alike, and the reckless pursuit of excitement. There was a 
heart beneath, and warmth that might in ^time be worked 
upon by better things. 

* It is a great pity that people will drop her,' she said tfl 
Violet. ^ The more she is left to that stamp of society, tW 
worse it is for her whole tone of mind.' 
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Violet agreed, pitied, and wished it could be helped ; but 
whenever they met Mrs. Finch in company, saw it was not 
wonderful that peop|e did not like her. 

Mr. Gardner was, on the contrary, a general favourite. 
Every one called him good for nothing ; but then he was so 
very amusing ! Violet could never find this out, shrank 
from his notice, and withdrew as much as possible from his 
neighbourhood ; Emma Brandoii generally adhering closely 
to her,' so as to avoid one whom she viewed as a desperate 
designer on the Priory. 

It was in parties that Violet chiefly saw Emma this 
spring. Theodora's presence in Cadogan-place frightened 
her away ; . and, besides, her mornings were occupied by Miss 
Marstone's pursuits. Lady Elizabeth made no objection to 
her sharing in these, though sometimes not fully convinced 
of the prudence of all the accessories to their charities ; and 
still less pleased at the influence exercised by Theresa over 
her daughter's judgment 

Emma's distaste to society was now far more openly 
avowed, and was regarded by her not as a folly to be con- 
quered, but' a mark of superiority. Her projects for Eiok- 
worth were also far more prominent. Miss Marstone had 
swept away the veil that used to shroud them in the deepest 
recess of Emma's mind, and to Violet it seemed as if they 
were losing their gloss by being produced whenever the 
friends wanted something to talk about. Moreover, Emma, 
who was now within a few months of twenty-one, was seized 
with a vehement desire to extort her mother's consent to put 
them at once in execution, and used to startle Violet by 
pouring out lamentations over her promise, as if it was a 
cruel thraldom. Violet argued that the scheme was likely 
to be much better weighed by giving time to think. 

' It has been the thought of my life ! Besides, I have 
Theresa's judgment ; and, oh ! Viobt, mamma means it 
well, I know ; but she does not know what she asks*of me ! 
Think, think if I should die in the guilt of sacrilege"! ' 

' Really, Emma, you should not say such dreadful things. 
It is not your doing.' 

' No ; but I reap the benefit of it. My grandfather bought 
it. Oh ! if I should bring a curse with it ? ' 

' Well, but, Emma, I should think, even if it be wrong 
to hold it, that cannot be your fault yet* You mean to re- 
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store it ; and surely it must be better to keep it as yet^ than 
to act directly against your mother's wishes.' 

' I don't mean to act against her wishes ; but if she 
would only wish otherwise ! ' 

* Perhaps it" is the best preparation to be obliged to wait 
patiently.' 

' If it was for any good reason ; but I know it is only 
because it would better suit mamma's old English notions to 
see me go and marry in an ordinary way, like any common- 
place woman, as Theresa says. Ah 1 you would like it too, 
Violet. It is of no use talking to you I As Theresa says, 
the English domestic mind has but one type of goodness.' 

Violet did not like to hear her dear Lady Elizabeth con- 
temned ; but she had no ready answer, and humbly resigned 
herself to Emma's belief that she was less able to enter into 
her feelings than that most superior woman, Theresa Mar- 
stone. 



CHAPTER XV. 

Give unto me, made lowly wise, 
The spirit of self-fiacrifice. 

When Arthur went with his regiment to Windsor, the la- 
dies intended to spend their evenings at home, a rule which 
had many exceptions, although Violet was so liable to suffer 
from late hours and crowded rooms, that Lady Elizabeth 
begged her to abstain from parties, and offered more than 
once to take charge of Theodora ; but the reply always was 
that they went out very little, and that this once it would 
not hurt her. 

The truth was that Theodora had expressed a decided 
aversion to going out with the Brandons. * Lady Elizabeth 
sits doiyn in the most stupid part of the room,' she said, 
' and Emma stands by her side with the air of a martyr. 
They look like a pair of respectable country cousins set down 
all astray, wishing for a safe corner to run into, and wonder- 
ing at the great and wicked world. And they go away in- 
humanly early, whereas if I do have the trouble of dressing, 
it shall not be for nothing. I ingeniously eluded all going 
out with them last year, and a great mercy it was to them" 
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So going to a royal ball was all Theodora vouchsafed to 
do Tioder Lady Elizabeth's protection ; and as her objec- 
tions could not be disclosed, Violet was obliged to leave it 
to be supposed that it was for her own gratification that she 
always accompanied her ; although not only was the exertion 
and the subsequent fatigue a severe tax on her strength, but 
she was often uneasy and distressed by Theodora's conduct*- 
Her habits in company had not been materially changed by 
her engagement ; she was still bent on being the first object, 
and Violet sometimes felt that her manner was hardly fair 
upon those who were ignorant of her circumstances. For 
Theodora's own sake, it was unpleasant to see her in conver- 
sation with Mr. Gardner ; and not only on her account but 
on that of Lord St. Erme, was her uncertain treatment of 
him a vexation to Violet. 

Violet, to whom Theodora's lovers were wont to turn 
when suffering from her caprice, was on very friendly terms 
with the young Earl. He used to come and stand by her, 
and talk to her about Wrangerton, and seem quite amused 
and edified by her quiet enthusiasm for it, and for Helvellyn, 
and her intimacy with all the pictures which he had sent home 
and almost forgotten. His sister was another favourite theme \ 
she was many years younger than himself, and not yet come 
out ; but he was very desirous of introducing her to Mrs. 
and Miss Martindale ; and Violet, who had heard of Lady 
Lucy all her life, was much pleased when a day was fixed 
for a quiet dinner at Mrs. Delaval's, the aunt with whom she 
lived. How Mrs. Moss would enjoy hearing of it ! 

The day before was one of the first hot days of summer, 
and Violet was so languid that she looked forward with dread 
to the evening, when they were to go to a soiree at Mrs. Bry- 
anstone's, and she lay nursing herself, wishing for any pre- 
tence for declining it. Theodora coming in, declared that 
her going was out of the question ; but added, ' Georgina 
Finch is to be there ; she will call for me.' 

* I shall be bjetter when the heat of the day is over.' 

* So you may, but you shall not go for all that. You 
know Arthur is coming home ; and you must save vourself 
for your D^lavals to-morrow.' 

* I thank you, but only' — she hesitated — * if only you 
would be so kind as to go with Lady Elizabeth.' 

I will manage for myself, thank you.. I shall not think 
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of seeing you go out to-night. Why, I went out continually 
with Georgina last summer' — as she saw Violet*s look of 
disappointment. 

' Yes, but all is not the same now.' 

' The same in effect. I am not going to attend to non 
sensical gossip. Georgina is what she was then, and the 
same is right for me now as was right last year. I am not 
going to turn against her — ' 

* But, Theodora,' said Violet's weak voice,' Percy said he 
hoped you never would go out with her ; and I said you 
never should, if I could help it.' 

Never was Theodora more incensed than on hearing that 
Percy and this young girl had been arranging a check on her 
actions, and she was the more bent on defiance. 

' Percy has nothing to do with it,' she began : but she 
was interrupted by a message to know whether Lady Eliza- 
beth Brandon might see Mrs. Martindale. 

Her entrance strengthened Theodora's hands, and she 
made an instant appeal to her, to enforce on Violet the ne- 
cessity of resting that evening. Lady Elizabeth fully as- 
sented, and at once asked Theodora to join her. 

' I thank you, I have another arrangement,' she said, 
reckless of those entreating eyes ; * I am to go with Mrs. 
Finch.' 

* And I believe I shall be quite well enough by-and-by,' 
said Violet. 

. * My dear, it is not to be thought of for you.' 

* Yes, Lady Elizabeth, I trust her to you to make her 
hear reason,' said Theodora. * I shall leave her to you.' 

Poor Violet, already in sufficient dread of thte evening, 
was obliged to endure a reiteration of all its possible conse- 
quences. Lady Elizabeth was positively grieved, and amazed 
to' find her, as she thought, resolutely set upon gaieties, at 
all risks, and spared no argument that could alarm her into 
remaining quietly at home, even assuring her that it was her 
duty not to endanger herself for the sake of a little excite- 
ment or amusement. Violet could only shut her eyes to 
restrain the burning tears, and listen, without one "word in 
vindication, until Lady Elizabeth had exhausted her rheto- 
vie, and, rising, with some coolness told her she still hoped 
vhat she would think better of it, but that she wished her 
uusband was at home. 
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Violet would fain have hid her face in her good friend's 
bosom, and poured out her griefs, but she could only feel 
that she was forfeiting for ever the esteem of one she loved 
so much. She held out, however. Not till the door had 
closed did she relax her restraint on herself, and give way to 
the overwhelming tears. Helpless, frightened, perplexed, 
forced into doing what might be fatal to her ! and every one, 
even Arthur, likely to blame her ! The burst of weeping 
was as terrified, as violent, as despairing as those of last 
year. 

But she was not, as then, inconsolable ; an^ as the first 
agitation spent itself she resumed her self-command, checked 
her sobs by broken sentences of prayer, growing fuller and 
cleared', then again soft and misty, till she fairly cried her- 
self to sleep. She slept only for a short interval, but it had 
brought back ' her composure, and she was able to frame a 
prayer to be directed to do right and be guarded frdm harm ; 
and then to turn her mind steadily to the decision. It was 
her duty, as long as it was in her power, to be with her hus- 
band's sister, and guard her from lowering herself by her 
associates. She was bound by her promise to Percy, and 
she could only trust that no h;arm would ensue. 

* If it should,* thought poor Violet, ' I may honestly 
hope it is in the way of what I believe my duty ; so it would 
be a cross, and I should be helped under it. And if the 
Brandons blame me — that is a cross again. Suppose I was 
to be as ill again as I was before — suppose I should not get 
through it — Oh ! then I could not bear to have wilfully 
neglected a duty I And the next party ! . Oh ! no need 
for thinking of that i I must only take thought for the 
day.' 

And soon again she slept. 

Theodora had gone out so entirely convinced that Violet • 
would relinquish her intention, that meeting Mrs. Finch, she 
arranged to be taken up at eleven o'clock. 

On returning home she heard that Mrs. Martindale was 
asleep ; and as they had dined early, 6he drank coflFee in her 
own room, and read with the Brogden girl, as part of her 
system of compensation, intending to spare further discussion 
by seeing Violet no more that night. She proceeded to dress 
her hair — not as helplessly as at first, for the lessons had not 
been without fruit, but to-night nothing had a gpod effect 
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Not being positirely liaudsame, her good looks depended on 
colour, dress, and light ; and the dislike to failure, and the 
desire to command attention, made it irritating to find her 
hair obstinate and her ornaments unbecoming ; and she was 
in no placid state when Violet entered the room, readj 
dressed. 

* Violet ! This is too foolish I ' 

'I am a great deal better now, thank you.' 

*But I haye settled it with Ckorgina; she is coming to 
call for me.' 

' This is not out of her way ; it will make no difference 
to her.' 

* But, Violet, I will not let you go ; Arthur would not 
allow it. You are not fit for it' 

' Yes, thank you, I believe I am.' 

* You belieye ! It is very ridiculous of you to venture 
when you only believe,' said Theodora, never imagining that 
those mild weary tones could withstand her for a moment 
'stay at home and rest You know Arthur. may come at 
anytime.' , , 

* I mean to go, if you please — ^I know I ought' 

* Then remember, if you are ill, it is your fault, not mine. 
Violet attempted a meek smile. 

Theodora could only show her annoyance by impatienee 
w:ith her toilette. Her sister tried to help her, but nothing 
suited, nothing pleased her — all was untoward ; and at last 
Violet said, * Is Percy to be there ? ' 

' Not a chance of it What made you think so ) ' 

' Because you care so much.' 

Somehow, that saying stung her to the quick, and the 
more because it was so innocently spoken. 

* I do not care,' she said. * You are so simple, Violet, 
you fancy all courtships must be like your own. One can't 
spend six years like six weeks.' 

The colour rushed painfully into Violet's face, and she 
quitted the room. It was a moment of dire shame and grief 
to Theodora, who had not intended a taunt, but rather to ex- 
cuse her own doings ; and as the words came back on her, 
and she perceived the most unmerited reproach they must 
have conveyed, she was about to hurry after her sister, ex- 
plain, and entreat her pardon. Almost immediately, however, 
Violet returned, with her hands full of some beautiful gera- 
niums, that morning sent to her by Mrs. Harrison. 
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N * See,' said she. ' I think a wreath of these might look 
well.' 

Theodora trusted the blush had been the work of her own 
guilty fancy, and, recollecting how often Mrs. Nesbit's inu- 
endoes had glanced aside, thought it best not to reyiye the 
subject. She did not estimate even the sacrifice it was to 
part with the glowing fragrant flowers, the arrangement of 
which had freshened Violet's spirits that evening when not 
in tune for other occupation, and she did not know that there 
was one little sigh of fellow-feeling at their destiny of droop- 
ing an^ fading in the crowd and glare. Their brilliant hues 
had great success, and set off the deep black eyes and hair 
to unusual advantage when woven by those dexterous fingers. 
The toilette was complete, and Theodora as kind as she could 
be, between shame at her own speech and dislike to being 
softened by* little female arts. ^ I only wish you looked 
better yourself, '«he said. * You are too pale for that old 
white dress.' 

* It is the coolest I have ready. It must do.' 
Theodora could not accuse her of over-carefulness of her 

renown as a beauty. Her dress was, of course, appropriate, 
but aimed at no more ; and her worn, languid appearance 
did not cause her a moment's thought, since Arthur was not 
there to see. 

They found the »oom very warm and crowded. Theodora 
saw Violet lodged on an ottoman, and then strayed away to 
her own friends. Mrs. Finch soon arrived, and attacked her 
for having let them go on a fool's errand. 

* I could not help it,' said Theodora, * she would come.' 

* She looks very unwell,' said Mrs. Finch ; * but, poor 
thing, it would be 'too hard to miss everything this year.' 

*0r does she come as your trusty knight's deputy?' 
asked Jane. 

There was dancing ; but when Captain Fitzhugh brought 
Theodora back to her seat, Violet whispered, '1 am sorry, 
but would you dislike coming home now ? ' 

' Oh 1 I am engaged to Lord St. Erme, mi then to Mr. 

Gardner, and ^But you go home; you have done your 

duty, my dear. Go home, and to sleep. Geor^ina will 
bring me. Captain Fitzhugh will -find you the carnage.' 

She walked off with Lord St. Erme, and came no moro 
that way. Presently there was some confusion. 
VOL. I. — 13* 
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^ A lady fidnting/ said her partner, and she saw Emma 
looking dreadfully frightened. Conscience was enough, with- 
out the name passing from mouth to mouth. Theodora 
sprang forward, and following the moyement, found herself 
in a room where Violet's insensihle figure had just been 
placed on a bed. Lady Elizabeth was there, and Emma, 
and Mrs. Bryanstone. Theodora felt as if no one but her- 
self should touch Arthur's wife ; but she had never before 
witnessed a fainting fit, and, in her consternation and guilti- 
ness, knew not how to be scryioeable, so that all that was 
required was done by the other ladies. She had never expe- 
rienced such alarm and remorse as now, while standing 
watching, until the eyes slowly opened, looked round uneasi- 
ly till they fell on her, then closed for a few moments, but 
soon were again .raised, while the soft low words were hoard, 
' Thank you, I beg your pardon I * then, with an imploring, 
deprecating gaze on her, * I am sorry ; indeed I could not 
help it 1 ' 

Theodora was almost overcome ; but Lady Elizabeth 
gave a warning squeeze to her arm, whispering, * Take care, 
don't agitate her; ' and this, recalling the sense that others were 
present, brought back her self-possession, and she only kissed 
Violet, tenderly bade her lie still, and hoped she was better. 

She smiled, and declared herself refreshed, as the wind 
blew on her from the open window, and she felt the cold 
water on her face, and there was no silencing her thanks and 
apologies for giving trouble. She said she was well enough 
to go home ; and, as soon as the carriage was found, sat up, 
looking shivering and forlorn, but still summoning up smiles. 
^ Good night, dear Lady Elizabeth,' she said ; * thank yon 
very much. You see you were right.' 

Lady Elizabeth offered to go home with her, but she 
could not bear to occasion 'further sensation, and, besides, 
understood Theodora's face. She refused, and her friend 
kissed her, and promised to come early to-morrow to see her ; 
but, mingled with all this care and kindness, there was some^ 
thing of ' I told you so,' 

She trembled so much when she stood up, that Theodora 
put her strong arm round her, and nearly carried her down 
stairs, gratified to find heTr clinging to her, and refusing all 
other support Scarcely a word was spoken as they went 
home, but Theodora held the hand, whieh was cold, limp. 
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and shaking, and now and then she made inquiries, always 
answered by * Better, thank you.* 

Theodora had her directions from Lady Elizabeth, and 
intended to make up for her misdeeds by most attentive 
care ; but, on coming home, they found that Arthur had ar- 
rived, and gone to bed, so that nothing was in her power 
but to express more kind wishes and regrets than she could 
stay to hear or to answer in her extinguished voice. 
' Theodora was a good deal shocked, but also provoked, 
at having been put in the wrong. She felt as if she had sus- 
tained a defeat, and^ as if Violet would have an advantage 
over her for the future, managing her by her health, just as 
she ruled Arthur. 

* But I will not subnfiit,* thought Theodora. * I will not 
bear with interference, if not from Percy, certainly not from 
his deputy — a mere spoilt child, a very good child, but spoilt 
by her position, by John's over-estimate of her, and by the 
deference exacted by her weakness and her engagingness. 
She has very sweety winning ways, and I am very fond of 
her in reason, but it will be very good for her to see I can 
be kind to her without being her slave.' 

In this mind Theodora went tp sleep, but was wakened 
in the early morning by Arthur's voice on the stairs, calling 
to Sarah. She threw on her dressing-gown, and half-opening 
her door, begged to know what was the matter. 

* Only that you have done for her with your freaks and 
your wilfulness,' answered Arthur, roughly. 

' She is not ill ? ' exclaimed the terrified sister. 

* Of course she is. I can't think what possessed you.' 

' I tried hard to keep her at home. But, oh ! Arthur, 
where are you going ? ' 

' To fetch Harding.' 

[ Can I do anything? Can I be of use ? Let me go to 
her. Oh 1 Arthur, pray let me.' 

He went into the room, and brought back word that 
Violet wanted no one but Sarah, and was a little more com- 
fortable ; only begging Theodora would be so kind as to go 
to the nursery, lest little Johnnie should awake. 

Thither she repaired, but without the satisfaction of use-- 
fulness, for the child slept soundly till his nurse returned. 
Mr. Harding had been there, and Mrs. Martindale was bet- 
ter, needing only complete quiet ; but Sirrah was extremely 
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brief, soornfiil, and indignant, and bestowed very few words 
on Miss Martindale. ^ Yes, ma^am — no, ma'am,^ was all that 
hard pumping could extract, except funereal and mysterious 
sighs and shakes of the head,' and a bustling about, that oonld 
only be understood to intimate that she wished to have her 
nursery to herself. 

It was still so early that Theodora had time to go to 
church ; as usual, she met the Brandons ; and Lady Eliza- 
beth, much concerned at her tidings, came home with her to 
see how the patient was going on. 

Lady Elizabeth forbore to reproach Violet, but she lec- 
tured Axthur on allowing her to be imprudent He took it 
in yery good part, not quite disagreeing when told they were 
all too young together, and made a hearty protest that she 
should be well looked after for the future. 

He was certainly doing his part. All the morning he 
was^in and out, up and down stairs, effectually preventing 
any^rest, as his sister thought. 

Theodora's time passed in strange Tariations of contrition 
jealousy and perverseness. She was hurt at his displeasnre- 
—she was injured by her exclusion from Violet's room — she 
wais wounded even by her little nephew, who cried down stairs 
for mammi^ and upstairs for Sarah, and would not be con- 
tent with her best endeavours to make him happy. And yet, 
when, after carefully looking to see that he could come to no 
harm, Sarah was obliged to place him on the floor and leave 
him for the first time alone with his father, he sat motionless, 
fixed in earnest, intent contemplation, like a sort of distant 
worship of him, keeping him likewise in a silent amused won- 
der, what would come next ; and when it ended in a gravely, 
distinctly pronounced, < Papa ! ' Arthur started as if it had 
been a jackdaw speaking, then picked up the little fellow in 
his arms and carried him off to show, as a natural curiosity, 
to his mother ! At any other time, Theodora would have 
been charmed at the rare sight of Arthur fondling his little 
boy ; now she only felt that nobody wanted her, and that she 
was deprived of even the dignity of a nursery-maid. 

Her chief occupation was answering inquiries, and writing, 
notes to decline their evening engagements, — the dinner at 
Mrs. Delaval's among the rest, for she and Arthur-were equal- 
ly resolved to remain at home that evening, and she wished to 
persuade herself that they were Violet's friends, not her own. 
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In the midst, Mrs. t^inch dnd Miss Gardner called, and 
in her state of irritation, the smooth tongue of the latter 
was oil to the flame. 

^ Poor thing, no doubt she thinks she has been making 
a heroic exertion. Well, she has her reward ! It must be 
delightful to have caused such a sens^ition. Your brother 
is a most devoted husband.' 

'And did she* really go because she would not trust you 
without her ? ' said Mrs. Finch. * Well, that is a good joke ! ' 

' I think you must be glad they do not live at Brogden,' 
quietly added Jane, in the midst of her sister's laughter. 

* It has been put into her head,' said Theodora, * that 
she ought to look after me, and a great mistake it is.' 

* Yes, you are not come here to be less free than last 
year, when Lord and Lady Martindale had you in their own 
hands,' said Georgina. * If I were you I would do some- 
thing strong all at once, and settle that matter. That was 
the way you used to dispose of the governesses.' 

* I am not quite what I was then, Georgina.' 

' But what is it that she objects to ? I see,' as Jane made 
a sign, as if to advise her not to inquire. * Is it to your 
coming out with me ! Well ! I declare, that is -pretty well, 
considering who she was. I thought better things of her, 
with her soft voice, as if she was thankful to be spoken to, 
after all the notice I have taken of her.' — 

' Hush I hush ! I tell you, she would never have originat- 
ed the notion, but it has been put into hes, and when she 
thinks a thing right, nothing will stop her.' 

' We will see that I .' said Georgina. ' Come and dine 
with us to-night, and then we are going to Der Freischutz. 
Come — ' 

' That is imposible, thank you. We have given up the 
dinner at the Delavals, and I do not intend to go .out in the 
evening any more. I came here to take care of her, and I 
mean to do so thoroughly.'* 

' Not to go out any more ! ' cried Georgina, horrified. 

< I honour Theodora,' said Jane. ' Such devotion is like 
her, and must win her brother's gratitude.' 

' No devotion at all. I like a rational evening with her 
much better than a cram like last night's.' 

< With her alone ?' sud Jane, slily. 

Theodora crimsoned. Percy had instigated Violet's op- 
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position, and Bhe was in no charity with him. Jane saw 
there was annoyance, and turned the subject, . before her 
sister could open on it. With all her quiet ways, Jane had 
the mastery over the impetuous Georgina, whom she ap- 
parently flattered and cherished as a younger sister, but in 
reality made subservient to her own purposes. Indeed, 
Jane wad like the Geraldine of Christabelle ; without actual- 
ly speaking evil she had the power of insinuating her own 
views, so that even the lofty and sincere nature of Theodora 
was not proof against it Poor Violet I while she perilled 
herself, and sacrificed her friend^s good opinion, her sister's 
mind was being hardened and poisoned against her. 

' I am afraid,^ said Jane, ' that it is of no use then to 
talk to you of what Georgina and I had been planning.' 

' Oh ! Theodora must come to that at any rate r cried 
Georgina, * or I will never forgive her nor Mrs. Martindale 
neither. Do you remember our old birthday treat to Rich- 
mond?' 

* To be sure I do ! ' cried Theodora. * It was one of the 
most delightful days I ever had in my life. I have loved 
cowslips doubly, for the treat the sight of them was, in the 
midst of London and masters, seven years ago ! Why, you 
will be twenty-four next week, Georgina 1 ' 

'Growing to an unmentionable age,' said Georgina. 
^ Well, I have set my heart on a pio-nic to Eichmcgid again. 
Mark is to take a steamer for us, and I know' of plenty of 
people who will inake a charming party ! ' 

* I should like it better without the people,' said Theo- 
dora. 

' Oh ! nonsense, one can't babble of green-fields, and run 
after cowslips at our age, unless one is in love I ' said Georgi- 
na. ' If you were going to bring your Percy, perhaps, we 
would not interfere with your sweet rural felicity, my dear.' 

* We will bring some one else,' said Jane. * After poor 
Mrs. Martindale had carried you off, Theodora, I found the 
author of PausUippo looking extremely disconsolate, and 
hinting to him that such a scheme was in agitation, and that 
you were included in it, he looked so eager that he will be 
for ever beholden to Georgina for an invitation.' 

*Poor Lord St. Erme!' said Georgina. * It really is 
a shame, Theodora. I rather take him under my proteotiou. 
Shall he come or shall he not ? ' 
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* It makes no difference to me,' said Theodora, coolly. 
. * Whatever it does to him, eh ? ' 

* But Georgina, you are not in the least secure of Theo- 
dora,' said Jane, satirically. * She is devoted to Mrs. Mar- 
tindale.' 

* If my sister-in-law is not well, I shall not leave her ; if 
she is,^ you may depend upon me.' 

* I shall do no such thing, whatever Georgina does,' said 
Jane. 

* I am sure Mrs. Martindale has ways and means.' 

* I shall not stay without real reasoti.' 

* And bring the Captain I ' entreated Mrs Finch. 

* Still more doubtful,* suggested Jane. 

* Yes, I think you will not get him,' said Theodora ; 
' but I will certainly join you, provided Violet is not really 
ill' 

* I am very good friends with that pretty sister of yours,' 
said Jane. * I will call some day, and try to get her per- 
mission for him.' 

*Once — twice — ^you have failed us,' said Mrs. Finch, 
rising to take leave. ^ This third time, and I shall believe 
it is some one else in the shape of Theodora Martindale.' 

* I will not fail,' repeated Theodora. 

They departed, and presently Arthur came down. * How 
long those women have been, here ! * Have they been hatch- 
ing treason ? I want you to go up and sit with Violet ; I 
am going out for an hour.' 

It .was a tame conclusion to the morning's alarms when 
a brisk voice answered, *Come in,' at her knock, and Violet 
lay very comfortably reading ; her eyes bright and lively, 
and her cheeks ^with almost their own colour. Her sweet 
smile and grateful face chased away ill humour ; and Theo- 
dora was so affectionate and agreeable ds to surprise herself, 
and make her believe herself subject to the fascination 
Violet exercised over her brothers. 

She told Arthur, on his return, that Violet was just ill 
enough to make waiting on her pretty pastime ; but was 
something between alarmed and angry to find him still 
uneasy. 

END OF VOL. I, 
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@ijiL;»n PinlAi-'a Story B««^, . 
f iii»i]bi|tt<: ijf Gr»TittiT]«f . 

Tris^-i^lAH^f Btih Lhr; Suiiixrel, , 
H',T„UTfhl Sn.ry B4»fik, . 

fpirtur, , , . , « 

Willlajci TpII, It* H*ro of BwiturlHkd, » 
Yfidu^ SiitduDL By Madams li^Aiaul, 
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/ij<]iri'l<--i:4' 1 .i r.Tiii r'1. Mjirifjul 

AftiH'lL'^ ^ifjlf u( tl.taty 

Arlbtfr. Tli» Sucrtsttftil Mp^'haot, 

A [tytiJf JiiT Sttiww^r Tim* ifr «tie Country, 

BklilirJn^ nifib TJniM in A1iir«ina, 

CaEhinfl [J, C,\ WciHii bf, J n ol«. pubL, each, 

Cl^rlr'i < W. CI, i Kni«l[ Ki.(iL 1: *, . . 

CMni««IVi MutJ^. *i Et ^k, /Lftd M it Is, 

Eh^ trm iht Jjntvim TLtii^.. 1st &Sd Series, 

««ch, 

Ewbunkt' World in a Workshop, . 

Ellis' Women of England, «... 

" Hearts and Homes, 

" Prevention Better than Cure, 

Foster's Essays on Christian Morals, . . 

Goldsmith's Vicar of Wakefield, . 

Grant's Memoirs of an American Lady, . . 

Gaieties and Gravities. By Horace Smith, . 

Guisot's History of Civilisation, . . , 

Hearth-Stone. By Rev. S. Osgood, . . . 

Hobson. My Uncle and I, . . . . 

Ingoldsby Legends, 

Isham's Mud Cabin, 

Johnson's Meanmg of Words, .... 

Kavanagh's Women of Christianity, . . 

Leger's Animal Magnetism, .... 

Life's Discipline. A Tale of Hungary, . 

Letters from Rome. A. D. 138, 

Marsaret Maitland, 

Maiden and Married Life of Mary Powell. 

Morton Montague ; or a Young Christian's 
Choice, 

Macaolay's Miscellanies. 5 vols. 

Maxims of Washington. By J. F. Sehroeder, 

Mile Stones in our life Journey, . . . 

MINLATURE CLASSICAL LIBRARY. 

Poetic Lacon ; on Aphorisms from the Poets, 
Bond's Golden Manms, . - . . . 
Clarke's Scripture Promises. Complete, « 
Elizabeth ; or, The Exiles of Siberia, 
Goldsmith's Vicar of Wakefield, . . . 

** Essays, 

Gems fWnn American Ports, .... 
Hannah More's Private Devotions, 

9 vols. 



Practical Piety. 
Heraana* Domestic Affections, .... 
HotTman's Lays of the Hudson, Ac. . . 
Johnson's Histo^ of Rasselas, 

Mannsl of Matrimony, 

Moore's Lalla Rookb. 

** Melodies. Complete, . . 

Panl and Virgfaiia, 

PoUok's Course of Time, .... 

Pure Gk>ld from the Rivers of Wisdom, 

Thonoaoo's Seasons, 

Token of the Heart. Do. of Affection. Do. 

of Remembrance. Do. of Friendship. 

Do. of Love. Each, 

Useful Letter-Writer, 

Wilaon's Sacra Privata, 

Young's Nigbt Thoughts, .... 

Little Pedlingion and the Pedlingtoniana, . 
Priaoiatics. Tales and Poems, 
Papers from the Quarterly Review, . . ou 

Republic of the United States. Its Duties, &e. I 00 
Preservation of Health and Prevention of Dis< 

76 

75 

76 

S60 

9 00 

800 

50 



School for Polities. By Chas. Gaj'erre, . 
Select Italian Comedies. Translated, . 
Shakespeare's Scholar. By R. 6. White, 
Spectator (The). New ed. 6 vols, cloth, 
Swett's Treatise on Diseases of tfie Chest, 
StoTMS tnm Blackwood, .... 



THACKERAY S WORKS. 
The Book of Snobs, ..... 
Mr. Browne's Letters, .... 
The Confessions of Fitsboodle, 
The Fat Contributor, .... 
Jeames' Diary. A Legend of the Rhine, 
The Luck of Barry Lyndon, . 

Men's Wives, 

The Paris Sketch Book. 3 vob. . 
The Shabby Genteel Story, . 
The Yellowplush Papers. 1 vol. 16mo. . 
Thackeray's Works. 6 vols, bound in doth, 

Trescott's Diplonuu^ of the Revolutioo, 
Tuekerman's Artist Life, . . ' . 
Up Country Letters, .... 
Ward's Letters tmm Three Continents, . 
« English Items, .... 
Warner's Rudimental Lessons in Mnsie, 
Woman's Worth, 



Fhiloaqphioal Works. 

Cousin's Course of Modem Philosophy. , 
*♦ Philosophy of the Beautiful, . 
*' on the True, Beautiful, and Good, 

Comte's Positive Philosophy. 2 vols. . 

Hamilton's Philosophy. 1 vol. 8to. 

Poetry and the Drama. 

Amelia's Poems. 1 vol. ISmo. • 
Brownell's Poems. 13mo. . . .' 
Bryant's Poems. 1 vol. 8vo. Illustrated, 

'* ** Antique mor. . . 

** ** 3 vols. l^mo. cloth, . 

** « 1vol. 18mo. 

Byron's Poetical Works. 1vol. doth, . 
****** Antique mor. 

Burrn' P«hftirnl Wi^rkl^ CTlfth, 
Bu'L. r^ft HLiiHbnu,^ Cinliw 
Cari,[,l*fcr* r'otttk.l W.vfks. aoth, 
Col.-r=4iH!'i Pcfliiial W«kt, Cloth, 
Co.KyrT^g ?r,i>tir4l W<4rki,^ 
ChjLij^'iiir^i CiintffborvT4j.!ei,i . . . 
Dii.L.'> Pwmi. rif-lt( , . . . 
DrrdL'n'a Pm'li'ra] VTittki: Cloth, . 
Fa V ( J . 9 . Jj Ul rjc ; wr, Tbo Voices, 
OorLliD'i Iphii^fnia In T^th^iiL Translated, 
GUriltifij's fcdiLJr.n U ihn Untish Poets. 18 vo 
jmblifhwi. PriM \>t-r TL>h. doth, 
JVir do. t'*Wj ii«r iff'ln 
OrilBilbV {M»tll«> P^ma, 
Hei.iiLi)N^ pLiEtSt.*! WL>i:ki, i vob. 16nio. 
HfrMn^l PiirlkL'Al Works, 16mo. doth, 
Kc.hifi' l>ri^ti£it] Wttrkd, Clolb, 19mo. . 
KiT^kr- Whit* 'a PoeliML Wwks. Cloth, . 
Loi4's PsFeJUi, L va\, Jtpwn . 

'* CliTi^t Iri H^itcn, l^i'io. . . 
iiilum\ Pa»adw U't%. l^^io. 

*J f'riti^fl-''l:*^ Fiii'ltiiiL Works, 
ito-.n-f^-^^ - ■> ^'- •>:, fv^. Illustrated, 

" " ilor. extra. . 

Montgomery's Sacred Poems. 1 vol. l3mo. 
Pope's Poetical Works. 1 vol. Ktmo. . 
Southey's Poetical Works. 1 vol. . 
Spenser's Faerie Queene. 1 voL doth, . 
Scott's Poetical Works. 1 vol. 

** Lady of the Lake. 16mo. . 

** Bflarmion, 

** Lay of the Lost Minstrel, . 
Shakspeare's Dramatic Works, 
Tasso's Jerusalem Delivered. 1 voL 1 
Wordsworth (W.). The Prelude, . 

Beligions Works. 

Arnold's Rugby School Sermons, . 
Antboo's Catechism on the Homilies, 

** Eariy Catechism for Children, 
Bornet's Histcwy of the Reformatioa. 8 vols. 

** Thirty-Nine Articles, 
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TrnDrh'a SuU* wi Iho Pvr»b]«i, ... 1 

*' Niit«i 4i«n tJim MiTwIlvk . , . 1 

TaylT^n U,Ay Liifnif HnJ, UjatK, ... 1 

ES^Hk'.jfjtb-y Aib^Tifil sni Maintained, 
Ty : J '- F''nTnil;f Cunirvvr'ntMfy, ^ . . . S 
W-i! I; r'l Sf>nni>ii« ini ^nt^Ucal SohdnL-cti, . 8 
W.'ji 1^ nn C^MpltrnkalEue^ ■ . . , , 
Win" rhr'^i'i Manual ^^r C(i]UTnbnti!fttita, . 
W.i.' 'ii'» LfctuTkt^mCKllLnaiaQh, ^ . , 
W^-.jl!!'', Chri*tinu Altar, . * * , , 
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Voyages and Travela. 

AfHea and the American Flag, , , 

Appletons' Southern and Westera Guide, 
** Northern and Eastern Guide, 
•* Complete U. S. Guide 3ook, . 
*• N.Y. City Map, . . '. . 

Bartlett'e New Mexico. &c. 9 vela, nioatrated, 

Burnet's N. Western Territory, 

Bryant's What I Saw in Cal&bmia, 

Coggreshall's Voyages. 3 vols. . . . 

Dix's Winter in Madeira, .... 

Hue's Travels in Tartary and Thibet. % Tola. 

Layard's Nineveh. I vol. 8vo. 

Notes of a Theological Student. l2mo. . 

Oliphont's Journey to Katmundn, . 

Parkyns' Abyssinia. S vols. .... 

Russia as it Is. By Gnrowski, . 

'* Bv Count de Custine, .... 

Squier's Nicaragua. 9 vols. .... 

Tappan's Step from the New World to the Old, 1 16 

Wanderings and Fortunes of Germ. Emigrants, 76 

Williams' Isthmus of Tehuantepec S vols. 8vo. 8 60 

, Works of Fiction. 

GRACE AGUILXr's WORKS. 

The Days of Bruce. 3 vols. 13mo. . . . 1 50 

Home Irenes and Heart Studies. ISmo. . 16 

The Mother's Recompense. ISmo. . . 16 

Woman's Friendship. ISmo 76 

Women of IsraeL S vols. 12mo. . . . 1 60 

Basil. A Story of Modem Life. ISmo. . . 75 

Brace's Fawn of the Pale Faces. ISmo, . 75 

Busy Moments of an Idle Woman, ... 76 

Chestnut Wood. A Tale. 9 vols. . . . 1 76 

Don Quixotte, Translated. Illustrated, . . 1' 96 

Drury (A. HX Light and Shade, . . . 76 

Dupuy (A. B.). The Conspirator, ... 76 

Elten Party; or. Trials of ihe Heart, . . 63 



MB& JtLUR* WORKS. 

Hearts and Homes ; or. Social Diatinetioos, 

Prevention Better than Core, . 

Women of England, .... 



Emmanuel PhilUbert. By 

Farmingdale. By Caroline Thomaa, . . I 00 

Follerton (Lady G.). Ellen Middletoiu . ;$ 

** ^ GranUey Manor. 1 rol. 

19mo. ... 76 

« « Lady Bird. 1 vol. ISnso. 76 

The Forester*. By Alex. Dumas, ... 75 

Gore (Mrs.). The Dean's Daughter. 1 toL limo. 75 

Goldsmith's Vicar of Wakefield. 19mo. . 75 

Gil Bias. With 600 Engravings. Cloth, gt.«de. 9-60 

Harry Muir. A Tale of Scottish life, . . 76 
Hearts Unveiled ; or, I Knew Yon Would Like 

Him, 75 

Heartsease : or,-My Brother's Wife. S \x>b. 1 5 > 

Heir of Reddvne. 9 vols, cloth, . . . 1' 50 

Heloise ; or, Tne Unrevealed Secret. ISmo. . 75 

Hobeoo. My Uncle and I. 19mo. ... 75 

Holmes' Tempest and Sunshme. 19mo. . . 1 00 

Home is Home. A Domestic Story, . . 75 

Howitt (Mary). The Heir of West Wayland, 60 

lo. A Tale of the Ancient Fane. 19mo. . 75 

The Iron Cousin. By Mary Cowden CUurle, . 1 96 
James (G. P. R.X Adrian ; or, Clouda of Uie 

Mind, 75 

John ; or, Is a Ooosin in the H^nd Worth Two 

in the Boah, . . . •. ... 95 

JULIA KAYANAGh's WORKS. 

Nathalie. A Tale. 19mo. . . . . 1 00 

Madeline. 19mo. 75 

Daisy Bums. 19nx>. . ... 1 00 

Life's Disdpline. A Tale of Hungary, . . 6S 

Lone Dove (Ttato). A legend, .... 75 

Linuy Lockwood. By Catherine Crowe, . 60 

MISS MCIMTOSH's WORKS. 

Two Lires; or. To -Seem and To Be. ISmo. 75 

Aunt Kitty's Tales. 19mo -l 

Charms and Counter-Charma. 12mo. 
Evenings at Donaldson Manor, . , 
The Lofty and the Lowly. 9 vols. . 

Marpiret's Home. By Cousin Alice, 
Mane Louise ; or, The Opposite Neighbors, 
Maiden Aunt (The). A Story, 

Manzoni. The Betrothed Lovers. 9 vola. . 1 60 

Margaret Cecil ; or, I Can Because I Oufht, . 75 

Morton Montague ; or, The Christian's Choiee. 75 

Norman Leslie. ByG.C. H. . . - . 75 

Prismatics. Tales and Poems. By Haywarde, 1 96 

Roe (A. S.). James Montioy. 19mo. . . 75 

** To Love and to Be Loved. 13mo. 75 

. ** Time and Tide. 19mo. . . 75 

Reuben Medlicott : or, The Coming Man, . 75 

Rose Doughtt«. By S. R. W. . . , . 75 

HISS S^WEU^'S WORKS. 

Amy Herbert A Tale. 19mo. • - . 76 

Experience of Life. 19mo. .... 75 

Gertrade.' A Tale. 19mo. .... 75 

Katherine Aahton. 9 vols. 19mo. . . . 1 50 

Laneton VtLnoa&ge. A Tale. 8 vols. 19nao. . s $5 

Margaret Percival. 9 vols. . • . . 1 50 

Walter Loriraer, and Other Tales. l9mo. . 75 

A Jounud Kept for Childrenof a Village School, 1 00, 

Sunbeams and Shadows. Qoth, , . . ' 75 

Thorpe's Hive of the Bee Hunter, . . . 1 00 

Thackeray's Works. 6 vols. 19mo. . . 6 00 

The Virginia Comedians. 9 vols. 19mo. . 1 60 

Use 6t Sunshine. By S. M. 19mo. ... 76 

Wight's Romance of Abelard & Heloise. 12aio. 75 
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THE GREAT KENTUCKY NOVEL. 



a APPLETON & COMPANY 

HAVE JUST PUBUSHED^ 

Tempest and Sunfliine ; or, Life in 
Kentucky. 

BY MRS. MARY J. llOLMES. 

One Volume, 12mo Paper covers, 76 cents; cloth, $1. 

These are the most striking and original sketches of American 
character in the Sonth-western States which have ever been pub- 
lished. The character of Tempest is drawn with all that spirit and 
energy which characterize the high toned female spirit of the 
South, while Sunshine possesses the lomeliness and gentleness of 
the sweetest of her set; The Planter is sketched to tlie life, and 
in his strongly marked, passionate, and generous nature, the reader 
will recognize one of the truest sons of the south-west. 

OPHnONS OF THE PRESS. 

"The book is well written, and its fiune will be more tlian ephemeral''— i^i(^20 
Egress, 

" The story Is interesting and flnel;$r developed."— 2>ai/y T^nien. 

"A lively romance of western life— the style of the writer is smart, intelligent, and 
winning, and her story is told with spirit and skill.''— 27: & OaaetU. 

•* An excellent work, and its sale most be extenstve."- 5totn/brd AtlvocaU, 

**The whole is relieved by a generous introdactlon of incident as well as by an am- 
. plitade of love and mystery." — Eoepress. 

"A delightfal, well written book, portraying western life to the letter. The book 
abounds in an easy hnmor, with toaching sentences of tenderness and pathos scattered 
through it, and from first to last keeps up a humane interest that very many authors 
strive in vain to achieve. * Tempest' and * Sunshine,' two sisters, are an exemplifioa* 
tlon of the good that to some comes by nature, and to others is found cnly through 
trials, temptation, and tribulation. Mr. Middleton, the fother of * Tempest uid *Snix 
shine,' is the very soul and spirit of ' Old Ejdntuck,' abridged into one raai*. 'The Ix^k 
is worth reading. There is a heaithy tone of morality pervading it that wil! mak» U s 
suitable work to be placed in the hands of our daughtere and sisters."— iT^ei* Yort l>a$ 
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Olioloo T^^yo^ 3nzi.||;lAZi.cl. VaXo. 



FARMINGDAL'E, 

A TALK. 

BY CAROLINE THOMA& 
Two TolimiM, IStinsk, paper ooven, 75 eentB, or Svoliimai in 1, dotih, SL 

<* It IB a story of New England Ufa, aUlAiDj told, flin of tender Interest, faeiathj 1b Hi 
MotimentB and remarkably gr^hic in its eketehea of dianoter. * Annt Bet^ ' is drawn 
to the Wfy^^—HofM GazetU * 

** Farmingdale is the best noyel of the season."— JE^ Post. 

"It will compare favorably with the 'Lamplighter/ by lOss CnmmlngB, and the 
Wide, Wide World,' by Miss Warner, and in interest it is quite equal to either.''— .fi^Mftm 
Transcript 

** * Farmingdale,* the work to which we allude, in every page and paragraph, is redolent 
of its native sky. It is a tale of New England domestlo life, in ita incidents and mannen 
ao true to nature and so ftee ftrom exaggeration, and in its impulses and motives throughout 
so throbbing with the real American heart, that we shall not bo surprised to hear <rf as 
many New England villages claiming to be the scene of its story, as were the cities of 
Oreece that claimed to be the birth-place of 'O^omet.'^—PhUadaphia OowrUr. 

** The story abounds in scenes of absorbing interest The narration is every where de- 
lightftilly clear and straightforward, flowing forth towards its conclusion, like a gentle and 
limpid stream, between gracefiil hillsides and verdant meadows." — Home Jowmal. 

**This is a story of country life, written by a hand whose guiding power was a living 
souL The pictures of life are speaking and effective. The story is interestin^y told and ita 
high moral aim well sustained.''— «S|^a<n(«e Chtonide. 

*** Farmingdale,' while it has many points in common with some recent works of fie* 
tion, is yet highly original The author has had the boldness to attempt a novel, the main 
Interest of which does not hinge either upon love or matrimony, nor upon complicated and 
entangled machinery, but upon a shnple and apparently artless narrative of a fHeadkas 
^tV^PhUadeLphia Ew, MaU. 

** The author studiously avoids all forced and unnatural incidents, and the equally 
bshionable affectation of extravagant language. Her stylo and diction are remaricable for 
their purity and ease. In the conception and delineation of character she has idiown her- 
self possessed of the true creative power."— Cbm. Ad9, 

** A simple yet beautiAil story, told in a simple and beautiitil manner. The ol^eet is to 
show the devoted affection of a sister to a young brother, and the saoriflces which she made 
for him f^om childhood. There is a touching simplicity in the character of this intei«8tiDC 
female that wlU please all readers, and benefit many of her sex."- ^ar^c^ Couraatt, 

''The tale is prettily written, and breathes throughout an excellent moral tone." — Bbaftwi 
Daily Journal, 

*< We have read this book ; it is lively, spirited, and In some parts patbetlo. Its Bketehea 
of life seem to us at once graceftil and vivid."— ^Zdony Argu%, 

"' The book is well written, in a simple, unpretending style, and the dialogue is natani 
and easy. It is destined to great popularity among all classes of readers. Parents who 
object placing *■ love tales ' in the hands of their children, may purchase this volume vrtth- 
out fear. The oldest and the youngest will become interested in its fhsdnating pa^es, ani 
e^ose it with the impression that it is a good book, and deserving ^f the greatest popaUoity.'* 
> Worcmter Palladium. 



D. APPLETON di 00:S PUBL10ATI0N8. 
MRS. COWBEN CLARKE'S NEW ENGLISH NOVEL. 



The Iron Coufin, or Mutual Influence. 

BT'MAEY OOWDEN CLAEKE, 

A^aihoi* of "The Girlhood of Shakspeark's Heroinbb '* the Coxp/jrb 
Concordance to Shakspearb,** <&c. 

One liandsomely printed volume, large 12iiio. over 500 pages. Friee $125- dotlL 

** Mrs. Clarke bas given ns one of the most delightfbl norels we have read for many 
a day, and one which is destlnedf we donbt not, to be mach longer lived than the minority 
of books of its class. Its chief beauties are a cer&in freshness in the style in which the in* 
eldents are presented to us— a healthftil tone pervading it— a completeness in most of tha 
eharacters— and a truthful power in the descriptions."—- Zofufon limea. 

" We have found the volume deeply interesting— its characters are well drawn, while 
Its tone and sentiments are well calculated to exert a purifying and ennobling lnfluenc« 
upon all who read XV—Sa/oannah Repiiblioan, 

** The scene of the book is village life amongst the upper class, with village episodes, 
which seem to have been sketched from the life — ^there is a primitive simplicity and grea^ 
ness of heart about some of the characters which keep up the sympathy and Interest to 
the end."— JLcmdow Olobe. 

**The reader cannot fail of being both charmed and instructed by the book, and of 
hoping that a pen so able will not lie iS\e.'"—PeniMylcanian. 

" We fearlessly recommend it as a work of more than ordinary m^At^—BinghampUm 
Daily B^public 

** The great moral lesson indicated by the title-page of this book runs, as a golden thread, 
through every part of it, while the reader is constantly kept in contact with the workii^ 
of an inventive and brilliant mlni.*^— Albany Argua. 

"• We have read this &8cinating story with a good deal of interest Human nature la 
well and faithfully portrayed, and we see the counterpart of our story in character arid 
disposition, in every village and district The book cannot fidl of popular reception."— 
Albany and Rochester Couri^. 

"A work of deep and powerftil influence.''— JJdraW. 

**Mi8. Gowden Clarke, with the delicacy and artistic taste of refined womanhood, has hi 
Ihis work shown great versatility of talent" 

**The story is too deeply interesting to allow the reader to lay It down till he has road 
It to the end." 

^'I'he work is skilfhl in plan, graphic In style, divei^ed in incident and true to nature."* 

"The tale is charmingly imagined. The incidents never exceed probability but seem 

ptrfectly natural In the style there is much quaintness, in the sentiment much tendernesib*' 

'*It Is a spirited, charming story, full of adventure friendship and lore, with characters 

nicely drawn and carefhlly discriminated. The clear style and spirit with which the story 

to presented and the characters developed, will attract a large constituency to the perusal" 

•» lira. Oowden Clarke*b story has one of the highest qualities of fiction— it is no flickering 
ihadow, but seems of real growth. It is fhll of lively truth, and shows nice peroeptioa ef 
the early elements of character with which we become acquainted In its wholeness, and in 
t^e ripeness of years. The incident is well woven : the color is blood-warm ; and thero ii 
tlM proseace of a sweet grace and gentle power.'' 
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KATHARINE ASHTON. 

By the autbor- of *'Am7 Herbert,** "Gertrade.* Ao. 
2 Tola 12mo. Paper coTers, $1 ; doth. Si 50. 

Opinioaf of the Prea. 

We kBo?r not wbere we will And purer morela, or more valaaible "" life-phihMplf, 
.ftn in tbe pe(|^ of Mlas SewelL— AioaimoA Georgian. 

The Btjle end ebarecter of Mias 8ewell*s writlngB are too well known to the mfe; 
pabHe to need commendation. Hie preaent yolomo will only add to her lepntattoti 
an vaOxwesA.— Albany Transeript 

Tbii novel is admirably caleolaled to incalcate refined moral and religtonanrf 
mtiatBk'-3o§ton MwalcL 

The intereet of the atory tB well sustained thronghont, and it la altogether one dU 
pleasantest books of the season.— i9yraot(M Standard. 

Those who have read the former works of this writer will welcome the appeanis 
of this ; it ts equal to. the best of her preceding rkortHa,-~SafMmnah Republican. 

Noble, beantlftil, selfish, hard, and ngly characters appear in it, and each la ao dim 
as to be felt and estimated as it deserves. — Commonwimh. 

A re-pnblieatton of a good English noyd. It teaches self-control, charity, nti 
true estimation of life, by the interesting hisloiy of a yoang fgkxl-^Har^brd OouratL 

Katharine Ashton will enhance the repntation aJready attained, the story and di 
moral being equally commendable.— Jfftf^fo Courier, 

like dl its predeceasoit, Katharine Ashton bears the impress ct eenios, oonaeen:^^ 
to the noblest poxposes, and should find a welcome in every fkmily circle. — Bannf 
t/the Croea, 

No one can be injured by books like this ; a great many must be benefited. Few 
authors have sent so many fknlUess writings to the pres^ as she has done. — W&reeia 
Palladium, 

The ee^-denial of the Christian life, in its ^>plieation to 'comm<»i scenea and c; 
cnmstanees, is hi4>pily illustrated in the example of Katharini Ashton, in which tbcR 
Is much to admire and imitate.— iSokM^ta Ohmrehman. 

Her present work is an interesting tale of English country life, is written wia ta 
usual ability, and is quite free from any ofiisnsiye parade of her own theological tenie& 
— AMftm Traveler. 

The field in which Miss Bewell Libors, seems to be exhaustless, and to yield almii 
abeautiAil and a valuable harvest— TVoy Daily Budget 
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